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DEDICATION 



Of the Second Edition of the Poems formerly/ printed* 



TO THE 



NOBLEMEN AND GENTLEMEN 

OF THE 

CALEDONIAN HUNT. 



MY LORDS AND GENTLEMEN, 

A Scottish Bard, proud of the name, *and whose 

highest ambition is to sing in his Counfry^s seroice-^mhere 

shall he so properly look for patronfuge as to the illustri" 

€ms names of his native land; those who bear the honours 

and inherit the virtues of their ancestors f The Poetic 

Genius of my Country found me, as the prophetic bard 

ElijcA did Elisha — at the plough ; and threw her in* 

spiring mantle over me* She bade me sing the hvesj the 

Joysy the rural scenes and rural pleasures of my natioe 

soUy in my notice tongue : I tuned my wild, artless notesy 

as she inspired.-^— She whispered me to come to this ancient 

Metropolis of Caledonia, and lay my Songs under your 

honoured protection : I now obey her dictates. 

Though much indebted to your goodness, I do not ap- 
proach you, my Lords and Gentlemen, in the usual style 
of dedication, to thank you for past favours: that path 

TOL. Ill, b is 



Yl DEDICATION. 

is so hackneyed hy prostituied learnings thai honest rusti' 
city is ashamed of it. Nor do I present this Address with 
the venal soul of a servile Author^ looking for a conti' 
nuation of those favours : I zoos bred io ^he plough j Md 
am independent. I come to claim the common Scottish 
name with 'you^ my illustrious Ceuntrymen ; and to tell 
the world that I glory in the title. I come to congratu* 
late my Country ^ that the bipod of her ancient Heroes 
still runs uncontaminated : arid that from your courage, 
knowledge^ and public spbrity ^he r^y eocpeet froted&on, 
wealthj and liberty. In the last place j I come to proffer 
my warmest voishes to the Oreat Fountain of Honour , the 

Monarch of the Unwerse^ for your welfare and happiness. 

* 

When you go forth to waken the Echoes^ in the an^ 
dent and favourite amusement of your Forefathers y may 
Pleasure ever be of your party ; and may social Joy 
aarloit ymr rettfm I Whm lusrmi€4 ir* courts or camps 
with the JustlingSi ^ ho^ nfei? a3»d M W^^gsurf^^ tnay ^ 
hcnest consciousness of if^ve4 Worth afii^ ygur return 
to your nalioe seats ; and, mf^ J)om^Hc ffuppinc^^ 9?t^ 
a smiling welcome mfiei yom at yo^r gafe^ / Mf^ c(^« 
ruptian skrinfc at yotir IMUmg ««ggpHiffl^ gf<w;^i W^ 
^'^y Tyranny tn the Muh^^ 499?^ lAc^ntiousims (^ the 
Peoj^y equalfyfndym an^ iticxgr^fjlfi fot ! 

I have the honour to i^ 

With the sincerest gratitude^ and highest respect^ 

My Lords and Gentlemen^ 

Your most ^^ted^ humble servmt^ 

ROBERT BURNS. 

Edinboroh, 
April 4tb, 1767. 
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THE TWA BOGS, 



A TALE. 



TwAs in that place o' Scotland's isle. 
That bears the name o' AtM King Coil^ 
Upon a bonnie day in Jane, 
Wh^ wearing thro' the afternoon, 
Twa di>g& that were na thrafig at hame, 
Forgather'd ance upon a time. 
VOL. III. B The 



The first I'll name, they ca'd him Caesar^ 
Was keepit for his Honor's pleasure : 
His hair, his size, his mouth, his lugs, 
Shew'd he was nane o' Scotland's dogs; 
But \¥halpit some place far abroad. 
Where sailors gang to fish for Cod. 

His locked, lettered, braw brass collar 
Shew'd him the gentleman and scholar : 
But tho' he was o' high degree. 
The fient a pride na pride had he ; 
But wad hae spent an hour caressin, 
Ev'n wi' a tinkler-gipsy's messin. 
At kirk or market, mill or smiddie, 
Nae tawted tyke, tho' e'er sae duddie, 
But he wad stan't, as glad to see him, 
And stroan't on stanes an' hillocks wi' him. 

The tither was a ploughman's collie, 
A rhyming, ranting, raving billie, 
Wha for his friend an' comrade had him^ 
And in his freaks had Luath ca'd him. 
After some dog in Highland sang,"^ 
Was made lang syne — Lord knows how lang. 

He was a gash an' faithful tyke. 
As ever lap a sheugh or dyke. 

His 

* Cuchtt1Uit*d'db; in Ogslan's Fibgal. 



His honesty sonsie^ baws'nt face, 
Ay gat him frieads in ilka place. 
His breast was white, his to wzie back 
Weel clad wi' coat o' glossy black ; 
His gawcie tail, wi' upward curl, 
Hung o'er his hurdies wf ^ swirl. 

Nae 4oubt but they were fain o' ither. 
An' unco pack an' thick th^gith^r ; 
Wi' social nose whyles snufTd and snowkit, 
Whyles mice, an^ moudiel¥orts they howkit ; 
Whyles scour'd awa ih lang excursion, 
An' worry'd ither in diversion ; 
Until wi' daffin we^ry grown, 
Upon a knowe they sat them down, 
And there b€^n a lang digression 
About the hrds o' th^ creation. 



CiGSAR. 

I've aften wonder'd, honest Luath^ 
What sort o' life poor dogs like you have ; 
An' when the gentry's life I saw. 
What way poor bodies liv'd ava. 

» • • 

Oar Laird gets in hia racked rents, 
His coals, his kain^ and a'^ his stents ; 
He rise» when he likes himsel ; 
His flunkiesansweEat tbebeU : 

B 2 He 



He ca's his co^cfa, he ca's his horse ; 
He draws a boonie silken piirse 
As lang's my tail, whare, thro* the steek?^ 
The yellow' letter'd Geordie keeks. 

r 

Frae mom to e'en it's nought but toiling, 
At baking, roasting, frying, boiling ; 
An' tbo' the gentry first are stechin. 
Yet ev'n the ha' folk fill their pechan 
Wi' sauee, ragonts, and sic like trashtrie. 
That's little short 6' downright *wastrie. 
Our Whipper-in, wee blastit wonner. 
Poor worthless elf, it eats a dinner. 
Better than ony tenant man 
His Honor has in a' the Ian' : 
An' what poor cot£>lk pit their painch in, 
I own it's past tty eomprehension. 



LUATH, 

Trowth, Cfesar^ whyle» they're fiush't enongfi ; 
A cottar howkin in a shsiigii, 
Wi' dirty stanes biggin a dyke^ - > . 

Baring a quarry, and sic like. 
Himself, a wife, he thuis sustains, 
A smy trie o' wee duddie weans. 
An' nought but hi& ban' darg, to keep 
Them right and tight in Aack W rape. 

An' 



An' wheD they meet wi' isair 
Liike loss o' health, or want o' masters. 
Ye maist wad think, a* wee touch langer. 
An' they maun starve o' cauld and hanger ; 
But, how it comes, I nev^ kenn'd yet, 
They're maistly wonderfii' contented ; 
An' buirdly chieLs, an' clever hizzies, 
Are bred in sic a way as this is. 



C£SAR« • 

• • • 

But then to see how ye're negleckit. 
How huflTd, and cuflTd, and disrespeckit ! 
L — d, man, our gentry care as little 
For delvars, ditchers, an' sic cattle ; 
They galig as saucy by^poor folk, 
As I wa'd by a stinking brock. 

I've notic'd, on .our Laird's court^ay^ 
An' raony a time my heart's been wae. 
Poor tenant bodies, scant o' cash. 
How they raaitn thole a iactorHs snasii : > 
He'll stamp an' threaten, curse an' swear^ 
Hell apprehend them, poind their gear ; 
While they maun. staii'^ wi' as{»eot humble^ 
An' hear it a', an' fiwar an' tl-emble! 

I see hofw jfolk live that hae jdches ; 
But sur«ly poor folk maun be wretches ? ^ 

LUATH. 
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LVATH. 

They're no sae wr^ched'sane wad think ; 
Tho' constantly on poortith's brink : 
They're sae accustoni'd wi' the sight, 
The view o't gies them little fright. 

Then chance an' fortune are sae guided^ 
They're ay in less or mair provided ; 
An' tho' fatigu'd wi' close employ ment, 
A blink o' rest's a sweet enjoyment. 

• . • • y , » 

The dearest comfort o' their lives. 
Their grushici weans an' faitbfu' wives ; 
The prattling things are just their pride. 
That sweetens a' their fire^de^ » 

An' whyks twalpennie worth> o' nappy 
Can mak the bodies tmcb happy ; 
They lay aside their private cares. 
To mind the Kirk and Stsite affairs: 
They'll * talk o! patronage tod priests, 
Wi' kindling fury in their breasts. 
Or tell what new taxation's. comin, 
An' ferlie at the folk in JLanlon.. 

As bleak-fac'd Hallowmass ^turns. 
They get the jovial, ranting kirns, 

Wheu 



When rwffl/ i^, o'. ev>y. statiop, 
Unite in copamon recreation ; . 
Love blinks, Wit sl^^ps, an' social Mirtb^ 
Forgets there's Care upo' the earth. 

That merry day the year bc^os^ 
They bar the 4oor on frosty wi^fjfi ; 
The nappy reeks wi' mantling ream. 
An' sheds a heart-inspiring steam ; 
The luntin pipe, an' snee^^hin milU . 
Are handed round -wi' right guid will; 
The cantie auld folks crackin crouae, 
The young anes rantin thro' the bouse, — 
My heart has been sae fain to see thera* 
That I for joy bae barkit wi' them. 

Still it's owre true that y.e bae said. 
Sic game is now owre aften play'd. 
There's monie a creditable stock , 
O' decent,, honest, fayvsont fo'k> 
Are riven out baith root and branch, 
Some rascal's pridefu' greed to quench^ 
Wha thinks to knit himsel the faster 
In favour wi' som^ gentle master, 
Wha' aiblins, thrang a parliamentin, 
For Britain's guid his sa^l indeptin- . 

CiESAR. 

Haith, lad, ye litUe ken about it ; 
For Britain's guid>\l gnid faith! I doubt it. 

Say 
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Say rather, gaun as Premiers lead bkn^ 
An' saying aye or na-s they bid hmi : 
At operas an' plays parading, 
Mortgaging, gambling, masquerading; 
Or may be, in a frolic daft, 
To Hague or Calais takes a waft, . 
To make a tour,- an' tak a whirl, 
To learn ban ton an' see the worl'. 

There, at Vienna otVersaiUeSy 
He rives his Cher's auld entails ; . 
Or by Madrid he takes the Tout, 
To thrum guitam,' and fecht wi' Mwt ; 
Or down Italian vista startles, . 
Wh-re-hunting among groves o' myrtles; 
Then bouses drumly. German water, 
To mak himseL look £iir and &tter. 
An' clear the consequential sorrows, 
Love-gift» of Carnival signoras. 
For Britakis gmdJ—4w her destructicm ! 
Wi' dtsfiipB^ioiiyv feud, an' feetioui. 

' LUATH, 

Hech man ! dear sirs ! is that the gate 
ThSj waste sae tnony a braw estate! 
Are we sae fbughten an' harassed 
For gear to gang that gate at last ! 

O would they ^stay aback frdie courts, 
An' please thonsels wi' CQuntra sports. 



It 



It wad for ev*rj anebd letter; 
The Laird, 1^ Tenant, an' the Cotter! 
For thae frank, raintin, ramUin biltiea; 
Fient haet o*^ them's ilUhearted fellows ; 
Except for breakin o' their tinniier, 
Or speakin lightly o' their limm^, 
Or shootin o' a hare or moor-cock^ 
The ne"^ a bit they're ill to poor folk. 

But will ye tell me, Master deaar^ 
Sure great folk's lifes a life o' pleasut^? 
Nae cauld or hunger e'er can steer thefen, ' . 
The vara thought clt need na fear tiiem. 

• « 

L— d, man, wiere ye but whyles where I am, 
The gentles y6 wad ne*er eiiVy 'eitt. 

• I 

It's true, they nded nft starve or sweat. 
Thro' winter's cauld, w sifimnr's heat ; 
They've nae sair-wark to craze their banes. 
An' fill auld age wi' grips an' granes : 
But human bodies aile sic fools, 
For a' their collies and schools, . . 
That when nae real ills perplex thism^ . 
They nuik enow themsel$ to v.exi> them ; . 
An' ay the less they hae to sturt thraa, 
In like proportion less will hurt them. 
A country fellow at; the pleug^, . 
acres till'd he's right ^lough ; 

A country 
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A country girl at her wheeli 
Her dizzeos done, she's nnco weel : 
But Gentlemra, mi Ladies war^t^ 
Wi' ev'ndown want o' ¥^rk are curat. 
They loiter, kmoging, lank, an' ia^y; 
Tho' deil haet ails them, yet uneasy ; 
Their days insipid, dull, an'.tasteless ; 
Their nights unquiet, lang, an' restless ; 
An' even their sports, their balls an' races, 
Their galloping thro' public places* 
There's sicparade^ »ic pomp,, an' art, 
The joy can is^carcely reach the heart. 
The men oaaat out m party matches 
Then sowther a' in deep debauches ; 
Ae night they're mad wf drink an' wh-ring, 
Niest day tbeir.Ufe is past enduring. 
The Ladies arm-i^ranxi in. cluster«i^ 
As great and gracious a' as sisters ; 
But hear their absent thoughts o' ither, 
They're a'run tieils^an' jada thegitber. 
Whyles, o'er the wcfe bit eup an' platie^ 
They sip the scandal potion {>retty ; 
Or lee-lang nights> wi' crabbit leuks 
Pore owre the devil's pictur'd beuks ; 
Stake on a chance a farn^r's' stackyard, - 
An^ cheat like onie unhang'd blackguard. 

There's some exception, man an' woman ; 
But this is Gentry's life in common. 

By 



n 

By this, the suu was out o' sight. 
An' darker gloaming brought the night : 
The bum-clock humm'd wi' lazy drone ; 
The kye stood rowtin i' the loan ; 
When up they gat, and shook their lugs, 
Rejoic'd they were na men but dags; 
An' each took aff his several way, 
Resolv'd to meet some ither day. 
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SCOTCH DRINK. 



■ I t 



i^-^OlJ- 



Gie km sirang drink j until he mnk^ 

Tftot'f sMmg in despair/ 
An* liquor gmd to fire his bluid, 

Thai^s presi wP grief an* care; 
Inhere let him bouse^ ari deep carouse, 

WC bumpers finoing o*er, 
TiU he forgets his loves or debts. 

An* minds his griefs no more. 

Solomon's Pbovebbs, xxxi. 6, 7. 



Let other Poets raise a fracas 

'Bout vines, an' wines, an' drunken JBacchus^ 

An' crabbit names an' stories wrack us, 

An' grate our lug, 
I sing the juice Scots bear can mak us, 

In glass or jug. 

O thou. 



IS 

O thou, my Muse/ guid aold SeotchiBurimk; 
Whether thro' Wimpling worms ihou jink, 
Or, richly brown, ream o'er the brink, 

' In' glorious fiiem, 
Inspire me, tilil lisp and wink, ...;.. 

\ To sing thy name I 



Let husky Wheat the haughs adorn, 
An' Aits set up their awnie horn. 
An' Pease and Beans at e'en or mcmi,' 

Perfume the plain, 
Leeze me on thee, John Barley corny 

Thou king o' grain ! 



On thee aft Scotland chows her cood. 
In souple scones, the wale o' food ! 
Or tumblin in the boiling flood 

Wi' kail an' beef; 
But when thou pours thy strong heart's bl< 

There thou shines chief 



Food' fills the wame, an* keeps us lirin ;- 
Tho' life's a gift no worth ree6ivin. 
When heavy dragg'd wi' pine an' grievin ; '' 

But, oil'd by thee. 
The wheels o' life gae down-hil), scrievin, 

Wi' fattlin glee. 

Thou 
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Thou clears the head o' doited Lear ; 
Thou cheers the heart o' drooping Care; 
Thou strings the nerves o' Labor sair, 

' ' At'« wesfty toil ; 
Thou even brightens dark ]>e$[iair 

: Wi* gloomy smile. 



Aft, clad in massy siller wcfB^; 
Wr Gentles thou Erects thy head ; 
Yet humbly kind in time o' need, . 

The poor man's wine, 
His wee drap parriteh, ot his t^tiead. 

Thou kitchens fine. 



Tho.ti art the lifep' publi%) haunts ; 
But thee, what were Qur fairs and rants ? 
£v'n godly meetings o'tfae saants, 

/ ' J^y the^ inspired, 
When gaping they beside the tents, 

■ Are doubly fir'd. 



That merry ni^t we get. the corn in, 
O sweetly then thoii reams the horn in! 
Or ree^in on a New-year morning 

in ^ cog or bicker. 
An' just a wee drap sp'ritual burn in. 

An- gusty sucker ! 

When 
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When Vulcan gies bii^ bellows breath, 
An' ploughmen gather wi' their graith, 
O rare ! to see thee ^zz an' freath 

I th' lugget caup ! 
Then JSumemn^ comes on like death 

Ai'ievVy chaup. 



Nae mercy, then, for dirnt^r 6teel ; 
The brawnie, baiuie, ploughman chiel, 
Brings hard owrebip, wi' sturdy wheel, 

The strong forehammer, 
Till block an' studdie ring an' reel 

Wi' dinsome clamour. 



When skirlm weaniies. see the lights 
Thou maks the gossips clatter bright, 
How fumblin cuifs their deaories slight ; 

Wae wwth the name ! 
Nae how^ie gets's soicial night, 

^ On plaeic frae them- 



When 



<m '•* % I »«| •'- { t i 



I < ■ ' > 



T — f 



1 



* BurMwin — Bum-the-wind — ^the BIacksmithr-«a appro- 
priate title. £« 
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neeboni aog^r ai a plea. 
An' just as wud as wud can be, 
How easy can the barky-Jkree 

Cement the quarrel ! 
It's aye tbe cheapest lawyer's fee. 

To taste the barrel. 



A lake! tfaat e'er my Muse has resnon 
To wyte her conntrymen wi' treason ! 
But moiiie daily weet their weason 

Wi' liquors nice, 
An' hardly, in a winter'^ season, 

E'er spier her price. 



Wae worth that bran^^ burning trash I 
Fell source o' monie a pain an' brash ! 
Twins monie a poor, doylt, drunken hask, 

' O' half his days ; 
An' sends, beside, auld Scotland's caah 

To her. warst faes. 



Ye Scots, wha wish auld Scotland well ! 
Ye chief, to you my tale I tell, 
Poor piack less devils like mysel t 

It sets you ill, 
Wi' bitter, dearthfu' wines to mell, 

Or foreign gill. 

May 
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May gravels round his blather wrench, 
An' goats torment him inch by inch, 
Wha twists his gruhtle wi'^agluncb 

O^ sour disdain, 
Out owre a glass o' whisky punch 

VfV honest men. 



O Whisky I soul o' plays an' pranks ! 
Accept a Bardie's humble thanks ! 
When wanting thee, what tuneless cranks 

Are my poor verses! 

Thou comes they rattle i' their ranks 

• At ither's a — st 



Thee, Ferintosh ! O sadly loist ! 
Scotland lament frae coast to coast! 
Now colic grips, an* barkin hoast, 

. May kill us a' ; 
For loyal Forbes' charter'd boast. 

Is ta'en awa ! 



Thae curst horse-leeches o' th' Excise, 
Wha mak the Whisky steUs their prize \ 
Hand up thy han^ Deil ! ance, twice, thrice I 

There, seize the blinkers I 
An' bake them up in brunstane pies 

For poor d~n'd drinkers. 
vdL, in, c Fortune! 



Fortune i if thou'll but gie me still 
Hale breeks, a scone, an' Whiskjf^ gill. 
An' rowth a' jrhyme to raye at inrill, 

Tak' a' the rest, 
An' deal't about as thy blind skill 

Directs thee best 



THE 
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THE AUTHOR'S 

EARNEST CRY AND PRAYER* 

« m 

TO THB 

SCOTCH REPRESENTATIVES- 

IX THE 

HOUSE OF COMMONS. 



Dearest of Distillation ! last and best /• 
Haw art thou lost! 



Pabody on MiLTOir. 



Ye Irish Lords, ye Knights an' Squires, 
Wha represcfit our brughs an' shires, 
An' doucely manage our affairs 

In parliament. 
To you a simple Poet's prayers 

Are humbly sent. 

Alas! 



* Tlis was wx^ttea before the act anent the Scotch Dis- 
tilleriesy of sesuon 1786; fov which Scotland* aii<I1he Author 
retuni their most ||^ateful thanks. 

C 2 
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Alas! my roupet Muse is hearse! 
Your Honor's heart wi' grief 'twad pierce. 
To see her sittiu on her a — 

Low i' the dust, 
An' scriechin oat prosaic verse, 

Avk like to brust I 



Tell them wha hae the chief direction, 
Scotland an' ine's in great affliction, 
E'er sin' they laid that curst restriction 

On Aquavitie; 
An' rouse them up to strong convictiou, 

An move their pity. 



Stand forth, an' tell yon Premier Youths 
The honest, open, naked truth : 
Tell him o' mine an' Scotland's drouth. 

His servants humble : 
The muckle devil blaw ye south. 

If ye dissemble ! 



Does ony great man glunch an' gloom ? 
Speak out, an' never fash your thumb ! 
Let posts an' pensions sink or soom 

Wi' them wha grant 'em : 
If honestly they canna come, 

Far better want 'em. 

In 
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In gath'riQ TOtes yon were na slack ; 
Now stand as tightly by yotir tack ; 
Ne'er claw your lug, an' fidge your back. 

An' hum an' haw ; 
But xaise your arm, an' tell your crack 

Bdwe them a'. 



Paint Scotland greeting owre her thrissle, 
Her mutchkin. stoup as toom's a whissle ; 
An' d-mn'd Excisemen in a bussle. 

Seizin a Stell^ 
Triumphant crushin't like a mussel 

Or lampit shell. 



Then on the tither hand present her, 
A blackguard Smuggler right behint her, 
An' cheek-for-chow> a chuffie Vintner, 

Colleagiiing join, 
Picking her pouch as bare as winter 

Of a' kind coin* 



Is there^ that bears the name o' Scot^ 
But feels his heart's bluid rising hot, 
To see his poor auld-Mither's pot 

Thus dung in staves, 
An' plunder'd o' her hindmost groat 

By gallows knaves ? 

Alas! 



Alas ! Vm hnt a nameless wig^ty 
Trode i' the mire out o' sight I 
But could I like Mautgamertes fight^ 

Or gisib like Soswelh 
There's Some sark-necks 1 wad , draw tight. 

An' tt^ liome hose well. 

God bless your Honors, can ye see't. 
The kind) aald, cantie Carlid greets 
An' no get warmly to your feet, 

An' gar them heat- it, 
An' tell them wi' a patriot heat, . 

Ye winha bear it? 

Some o' you nicely ken the laws. 
To round the period an' pause, 
An' wi' rhetoric clause on oUuse 

Tq mak harangues ; 
Then echo thro' Saint Stephen's. wa's 

Auld Scotland's wrangs. 

Dempster J a true blue Scot I'se warran ; 
Thee, aith-detesting, chaste Kilkerran ;* 
An' that glib-gabbet Highland Baron, 

TheXaird o' Ghah4mr\ ; 
An' ane, a chap thaft's d-mn'd, au|d£a[rraQ^. ^ 

Dw^aA his name. 

Erskine^ 

♦ Sir Adam Ferguson. E. . ' * ". 

t "the present Duke of Montroie. E. 
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Erskiney a iiptiidde Norlabd biHie ; 
True Campbells^ Frederick an' Ilatf ; 
An' Livingstanef the bauld Sir WiUie ; 

Ati' monie ithers, 
Whom auld Demosthenfes or Tally 

M i^ht own for brithers. 



Arouse, my boys ! exbrt your Mettle, 
To get auld Scothtnd back her little ; 
Or feith ! ril wad my n^w pledgh-pettle, 

Yell «eet or lang, 
Shell teach you, wi' a reekm whittle, 

Anitfaer ^ang. 



Thid while she'll been in crankiouB modd. 
Her lost Militim fir'd har bluid ; 
(Deil fita they never ifaair do gnid, 

Play'dfa^rthatpliskie!) 
An' no^ she's like to tin ried-wnd 

Aboiit h^ Whisky. 



' Ah' L — d, if ance they pit her tilFt, 
Her tartan petticoat she'll kilt, 
An' durk an' pistol at her belt, 

Shell tak the streets, 
An' rin her whittle to the hilt, 

r th' first she meets I 

For 
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For G-d sake, Sirs ! then speak hor^fair. 
An' straik her cannie wi' the hair, 
An' to the muckle house repair, 

Wi' instant speed. 
An' strive, wi' a' your Wit and Lear, 

To get remead. * 



Yon ill-tongu'd tinkler, Charlie FoXy 
May taunt you wi' bis jeers an' mocks; 
But gie him't het, my hearty cocks ! 

E'en cowe the caddie ! 
An' send him to his dicing box 

An' sportiu lady- 



Tell yon guid bluid o' avlA Boconnock's 
I'll be his debt twa mashlum bannocks. 
An' drink his health in auld.iVan^e TiimocVs^ 

Nine times a-week. 
If he some scheme, like tea an' winnocks, ^ 

Wad kindly seek. 



Gould 



» ■■ « 



* 

* A worthy old Bostess of the Author's in Mauchline, 
where he sometimes studies Politics over a glass of guid 
auld Se9teh DrtnA. 
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Could he some comnrntation broach, 
ril pledge my aith in guid braid Scotch, 
He need na fear their foul reproach 

Nor erudition. 
Yon mixtie-maxtie queer hotchrpotch, 

The Coalition. 



Auld Scotland has a raucle tongue ; 
She's just a devil wi' a rung ; 
An' if she promise auld or young 

To tak their part, 
Tho' by the neck she should be srtrimg. 

She'll no desert. 



An' now, je chosen Five-and-iBor^f > \ 
May still your Mither's heart support ye ; 
Then, though a Minister grow dorty, ; r 

An' kick your place, 
Ye'll snap your fingws, poor an' hearty, 

, . Before bb face. 



♦ « 



God bless your Honors a' your days, 
Wi' sowps o' kail and brats o' claise. 
In spite o' a' the thievish kaes, 

. That haunt St. Jamie's I 
Yqur humble Poet sings an' prays 

. Whik Rob his name is. 

POSTSCRIPT. 
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POSTSCRIPT. 



Let half-starv'd slaves in wahfaer skied 
See future wines, rich clusjt'ring, rise; 
Their lot auld Scodand lie'er envies^ 

But folytbe and frisky, 
She eyes ter freebdrfa^ liiartial boys 

Tak iS their Whisky. 



What tfao' thear iHiiefous kidder warms, 
While fra^Qce blooms and beauty charms I 
When wretched; range, iii fiimish'd swarms^ 

The sceAted groves, 
Or houiided ft>rtfa, dishotior arms 

Iii hungfy droves. 



Their gilii's a burden on their shoutiikr ; 
They downa bide th6 stink o' po^vther ; 
Their bauldest thought^si a hadk'fing swither 

To fetan' br rin. 
Till skelp— a sholH^they're ilff, k' thtowtho^^ 

To idVb thdr skin. 

But 
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But bring a Scotsman frae his hill, 
Clap in his cheek a Highland gill, 
Say, such is royal George*s wili. 

An' there's the foe. 
He has nae thought but how to kill 

I'wa at a blow. 
> '■ 

Nae cauld, faint-hearted doubtings tease him ; 
Death comes, wi' fearless eye be sees him ; 
Wi' bluidy hand a welcbme gies faim ; 

An' When he Ik's, 
His latest draught 6' breathin lea'es him 

In i^int huzzas. 

Sages their solemn een may steek. 
An' raise a philosophic reek. 
An' physically causes seek, 

III cliitae and seasi^n^ 
But tell me Whiskif'B n^ame in Greiek, 

I'll tell the liealsoni 

Scotlandi my auld^ respected Mither f 
Tho' whiles ye mbistiiy yoiir leiather. 
Till whai* yte sit, xm crap!^ o* heather, t 

Ye tine ybtir dam % 
Freedof^ and tVhisky gadg thegither ! 

Tak aff your dram ! 



THE 
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THE HOLY FAIR* 



A robe of seeming truth and trust 

Hid crafty Observation; 
And secret hungy with poisoned crusty 

The dirk of Defamation : 
A mask that like the gorget show% 

DyC'Varying on the pigeon ; 
And for a mantle large and broad^ 

He wrapt him in Religion. 

Hypocrisy a-la-mod«. 



I. 

Upon a runnier {Sunday morn. 

When Nature's face ia &ir, 
I walked forth to view the corn. 

An' snuff the caller air. 
The rising 3un owre Galstmi muirs^ 

Wi' glorious light was glintin ; 
The hares were hirplin down the Airs, 

The lay'rock's they were chantin 

Fu' sweet tbftt day. 



U. 



■fc n w 



* Holy Fair is a common phrase in the West of Scotland 
for a sacramental occasion. 



n. 

As lightsomely I giowr'd abroad, 

To see a scene sae gay, 
Three Hizzies, early at the road. 

Cam skelpin up the way ; 
Twa had manteeles o' dolefu' black, 

But anewiMyart lining; 
The third, that gaed a-^ree a-back^ 

Was in the fashion shining, 

. Fu' gay that day.. 

III. 

The ttva appear'd like sisters twin. 

In feature, form, an' claes ! 
Their visage withered, lang^ an' thin. 

An' sour as ony slaes : 
The third cam up, hap-step-an'-Iowp» , 

As light as ony lambie, 
An' wi' a curchie low did stopp, 

As soon as e'er she saw i^ 

Fu' kind that di^. 



IV. 

Wi' bonnet aff, quoth I, ^ Sweet lass, 

* I think ye seem to ken me ; 

* I'm sure I've seen that bonnie face, 

* But yet I canna name ye.' 



I 



T 



Quo' 



an 

Quo' she, an' laughin as she spak. 
An' taks me by the hands, 

* Ye, for my ss^ke^ hae gi^en the feck 

' Of a' the ten commands 

' A screed seme day. 

V. 

* My name is Fun — yow cronie dear, 

' The nearest friend ye hae ; 
' An' this is Superstition here, 
^ An' that's Hypocrisy. 

* I'm gaun to Mauchline Jffofy Fair, 

' To spend an hour in daffin : 

* Gin ye'U go thiere, yon ronkFd pair, 

' We will ^et famous laughm 

< At them this day/' 

Quoth I, ' With a' my heart, I'll do't ; 
' I'll get my Sunday's saiic on, 

* An' meet you on the holy spot ; 

' Faith we'se hae fine remarkin !' 
Then I gaed hame at crowdie-time 

An' soon I made me ready ; 
For roads were dad, frae side* to side, 

Wi' monie a wearie bady. 

In draves that da^. 



VII. 



i\ 



•^ 



• • ^.. 



VII. 

Here farmers gash, in ridm graith 

Gaed hoddin by their cotters ; 
There, swaokies young, m braw braid-claitb. 

Are springin o'er the gutters. 
The lasses, skelpin barefit, thrang, 

In silks an' scarlets glitter ; 
Wi' ^weet-milk cheese^ in monie a whang, 

Kvifarls bak'd yhl butter, 

Fu' crump that day* 

VIIL 

When by the jdate we set our nose, 

Weel heaped up wi' ha'pence, 
A greedy glowr Black Bonnet throws. 

An' we maun draw our tippence. 
Then in we go to see th^ show. 

On ev'ry side they're gathrin, 
Some carrying dales, some chairs an' stoob. 

An' some are busy bletbrhi 

W« loud that *y. 

IX. . 

Here stands a shed to f^d the shdw'ro, 
An' screen our countra Gentry, ^' 

There, taeer J\0ss^ an'' twa^three wh-res, 
Are blinkin at the entry. 

Here 
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Here sits a raw of tittlin jades, 
Wi' heaving breast and bare neck. 

An' tbere a batch o' wabstc^ lads, 
Blackguarding frae Kilmarnock 

For fun this day^ 

X. 

Here some are thinkin on their siniE^ 

An' some upo' their .claes ; 
Ane curses feet that fyl'd his shins, 

Anither sighs an' prays: 
On this hand sits a chosen swatch, 

Wi' screw'd up grace-proud faces ; 
On that a set o' chaps at watch, 

Thrang winkin on the lasses 

To chairs that day. 

XI. 

O happy, is that man an' blest ! 

Nae wonder that it pride him ! 
Wha's ain dear lass that he likes best. 

Comes clinkin down beside him ! 
Wi' arm repos'd on the chair back. 

He sweetly does compose him ; 
Which, by d^rees, slips round her neck, 

A6's loof upon her bosom, 

Unkenn'd th^t day. 



xn. 
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XII. 

Now a' the coogr^altda o'er 

Is silent expectation; 
p^r ***«## gpeelg th(& holy door, 

Wr tidings o' d-mn-t— n. 
Should Homie, as in ancient days, 

'Mang sons o' G — present him, 
The vera sight o' *****'s face, 

To's ain het hame had sent him 

Wr fright that day, 



XIII. 

Hear how he clears the points o' faith 

Wi' rattlin an' thumpin ! 
Now meekly calm, now wild in wrath. 

He's stampin an' he's jumpin! 
His lengthen'd chin, his tum'd-up snout. 

His eldritch squeel and gestures, 
Oh, how they fire the heart devout, 

Like cantharidiau plasters. 

On sic a dayl 

XIV. 

But, hark ! the tent has changed its voice ; 

There's peace an' rest nae langer : 
' For a' the real judges rise, 
They canna sit for anger. 

YOii, in. D •**♦♦ opens 
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«***# openg out his cauld harangues, 

On practice and on morals ; 
An' aff the godly pour in thrangs, 

To gie the jars an' barrels 

A lift that day. 

XV. 

What signifies his barren shine. 

Of moral pow'rs and reason ? 
His English style, an' gesture fine. 

Are a' clean out o' season. 
Like Socrates or Antonine^ 

Or some auld pagan Heathen, 
The moral man he does define. 

But ne'er a word o' faith in 

That's right that day. 

XVI. 

In guid time comes an antidote 

Against sic poison'd nostrum ; 
For ♦******, frae the water-fit, 

Ascends the holy rostrum : 
See, up he's got the word o' G — , 

An' meek an' mim has view'd it, 
While Common-Sense has ta'en the road. 

An' aff, an' up the Cowgate,* 

Fast, fast, that day. 

XVH. 



* A street- 80 called, which faces the tent in Mauchline. 
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XVII. 



Wee *»»*♦*, niest, the Guard relieves, 

An* Orthodoxy raibles, 
•Tho' in his heart he weel believes, 

An' thinks it auld wives' fables : 
But, faith ! the birkie wants a Manse, 

So, cannily he hums them ; 
Altho' his carnal vrit an' sense 

Like hafflins-ways o'ercomes him 

At times that day. 

XVIII. 

Now butt an' ben, the Change-house fills, 

Wi' yill-caup Commentators : 
Here's crying out for bakes and gills. 

An' there the pint stowp clatters ; 
While thick an' thrang, an' loud an' lang, 

Wi' Logic, an' wi' Scripture, 
They raise a din, that, in the end. 

Is like to breed a rupture 

O' wrath that day. 

XIX. 

Leeze me on Drink ! it gies us mair 

Than either School or College : 
It kindles wit, it waukens lair. 

It pangs us fou o' knowledge. 

D 2 Be't 
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Be't whisky gill, or penny wheep, 

Or ony stronger potion, 
It never foils, on drinking deep, 

To kittle up our notion 

By night or day. 

XX. 

The lads an' lasses, biythely bent 

To mind baith saul an' body, 
Sit round the table, weel content, 

An' steer about the toddy. 
On this ane's dress, an' that ane's leuk. 

They're making observations; 
While some are cozie i' th^ nauk, 

An' formin assignations 

To nieet some day. 

XXI, 

But now the L — d*s ain trumpet touts, 

Till a' the hills are rairin, 
An' echoes back return the shouts : 

Black ♦***♦♦ is na spairin : 
His piercing words, like Highlan swords, 

Divide the joints an' marrow ; 
His talk o' H-U, whare devils dwell. 

Our vera sauls does harrow* 

Wi' fright that day. 

XXIL 

* Shakespeare's Hamlet. 
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A vast, unbottom'd, boandless pit, 

Fiird fou o' lowin brunstftile, 
Wha's ragin fiaoie^ an' seordiin heat, 

Wad melt the hardest whun-stane! 
The half asleep start up wi' fear. 

An* think they hear it roarin, 
When presently it does appear, 

Twas but some neebor snorin 

Asteep that day. 

XXIII. 

Twad be owre lang a: tafe, to tefl 

How monie stof ies padt. 
An' how they crowded t6 (he yilf, 

When they were a' disniist : 
How drink gaed round, in cogs an' caups, 

Amang the furms an' benches : 
An' cheese an' bread, frae women's laps, 

Was dealt abe«^ io iuacibes^ . 

An' dawids that day. 

XlLtV. 

m * * 

In comes a gaucie, gash Guidwifa^ 

An' sits down by the fire^ 
Syne draws her kebbuck anr' her kn^, 

The lasses' they aire shyer. 

The 
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The auld Guidmeu, about the grcice^ 
Frae side to side they bother. 

Till some ane by his bonnet lays, 
An* gi*es theni't like a tether, 

Fu' lang that day. 



XXV. 

Waesucks ! for him that gets nae lass, 

Or lasses that hae naething ! 
Sma* need has he to say a grace. 

Or melvie his braw claithing ! 
O wives be mindfu*, ance yoursel 

How bonie lads ye wanted, 
An' dinna, for a kebbuck-heel. 

Let lasses be affronted 

On sic a day ! 



XXVI. 

Now Clinkumbellt wi' rattlin tow. 

Begins to jow an' croon ; 
Some swagger hame, the best they dow. 

Some wait the afternoon. 
At slaps the billies halt a blink. 

Till lasses strip their shoon : 
Wi' faith an' hope, an' love an' drink, 

They're a' in famoas tune. 

For crack that day. 

XXVIL 
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XXVI L 

How monie hearts this day converts 

O' sinners and o' lasses ! 
Their hearts o' stane, gin night are gane. 

As saft as ony flesh is. 
There's some are fou o' love divine; 

There's some are fou o' brandy ; 
An' monie jobs that day begin. 

May end in Houghmagandie 

Some ither day. 



DEATH 
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DEATH 



AND 



DOCTOR HORNBOOK. 



A TRUE STORY. 



Some books are lies frae end to end^ 
And some great lies were never penn'd : 
Ev'n Ministers, they hae been kenn'd, 

In holy rapture, 
A rousing whid, at times, to vend, 

And nail't wi' Scripture. 



But 
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But this that I am gaun to tell^ 
Which lately od a night befel. 
Is just as trueVthe Deil's in h-U 

Or Dublin city : 
That e'er he nearer comes oursel 

'S a muckle pity. 



The Clacban yill bad made itie canty^ 

I was na fou, but JMt had plenty ; 

I stacher'd whyles, but yet took tent ay 

To ftee the ditches ; 
An' hillocksy atao^s^ and bushe^i kenn'd ay 

Frae ghaists an' witches. 



The rising moon b^ln> to gk>w'ip 
The distant Cnnmock hills out-owre : 
To count her horns^ wi' a' my pow'r^ 

I set mysel ; 
But whether she had three or toytr, 

I cou'd na tell. 



I was come round: about the hill. 
And todlin down on Willie's milly 
Setting my staff wi' a' my skill. 

To keep me sicker ; 
Tho' leeward whyles, against my will, 

I took a bicker. 

I there 
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I there wi' Sanuthing did forgather, 

That put me in an eerie swither ; 

An awfu' scythe, out-owre ae shouther, 

Clear-dangling, hang; 
A three-taed leister on the ither 

Lay, large an' lang. 



Its stature seem'd lang Scotch ells^twa, 
The queerest shape that e'er I saw, 
For fient a *wame it had ava ; 

And then, its shanks, 
They were as thin, as sharp an' sma' 

As cheeks o' branks. 



' Guid-een,' quo' I; ^Friend! haeyebeen mawin, 
' When ither folk are busysawin?'* 
It seem'd to mak a kind o' stan', 

But naething spak ; 
At length, says I» ' Friend, wbare ye gaun, 

* Will ye go back?' 



It 



^ This rencounter happened id seed-time, 1785. 
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It spak right bowe, — * My name is Death, 
' But be na' fley'd.'— Quatb I, * Guid feith, 
* YeVe may be come to stap my breatb ; 

' But tent me billie ; 
' I red ye 'weel> tak care o' skaith, 

* See, there's a gully ! ' 



* Guidmao/ quo' be, ' put up your whittle, 
^ Fm no design'd to try its mettle ; 

' But if I did, I wad be kittle 

* To be mislear'd, 

* I wad na mind it, no, that spittle 

* Out-owre my beard/ 



* Weel, weel !' says I, * a bargain be't; 

* Come, gies your hand, an' sae we're gree't; 
^ We'll ease our shanks an' tak a seat, 

'Come, gies your news ; 

* This while* ye hae been mony a gate, 

* At mony a house/ 



•Ay, 



An epidemical fever wm theji ragiiig in tkat.qouatry. 
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' Ay^ AyV quo* he, an' shook bit he«id» 
' It's e'en a lang» lan^ time indeed 
' Sin' I beg^n to nick the thread, 

* An' choke the breath : 
* Folk maun do something; for their bread, 

* An' sae maun Death. 



* Sax tbousand years are near hand fled 

' Sin' I was to the hutching bred^ 

' An' mony a scheme in vain's been laid^ 

* To stap or scar me; 
' Till ane Hornbook's* ta'en up the trade, 

' An' feith, he'll waur me. 



' Ye ken Jock Homboak f the Clachon, 

* Deil mak his kiBg^s*hood in a spleuchan ! 

' He's grown sae well acquaiht wi' Smekanf 

* An' ither chaps, 

* The weaiis baud mit their fei^rs Idughia 

' And pouk my hips. 

<See 



* This geademan. Dr. Hornbook, is^ professionally, a 
brother of the Sovereign Order of the Ferula; but, by 
intuition and insfMration, is at once an A{K>ihecary, Sur* 
geon, and Physician. 

t Badlands Bomestie Medicitte. 
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' See, here's a scythe, and there's a dart, 
* They hae pia*c'd mony a gallant heart ; 
' Bat Doctor Harnbookf w¥ his art 

* And cursed skill, 
^ Has made them bait^ no worth a f— t, 

' Damn'd haet they'll kill. 



* Twas but yestreen, nae ferther gaen, 

* I threw a noble throw at ane ; 

* Wi' less, I'm sure, I've hundreds slain ; 

* But deil-ma-care, 
' It just play'd dirl on the bane, 

* But &d nae mair. 



* Hornbook was by, wi' ready art, 
' And had sae fortify'd the part, 

' That when I looked to my dart, 

' It was sae blunt, 

* Fient haet o't wad hae piarc'd the heart 

' Of a kail-runt, 



* I drew my scythe in sic a ftiry, 

* I bearhand cowpit wi' my hurry, 
' But yet the bauld Apothecary 

• Withstood the shock ; 

* I might as weel hae try'd a quarry 

* O' hard whin rock. 

* Ev'n 



I « 
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* £y'n them he canna get attended, 

' Altho' their &ce he ne'er had kend it, 

* Just in, a kail-blade, and send it, . 

VAs soon he smells't, 
' Baith their disease, and what will mend it, 

* At once he tells't. 



* And then a' doctor's saws and whittles, 

* Of a' dimensions, shapes, an' mettles, 
^ A' kinds o' boxes, mugs, an' bottles, 

* He's sure to hae ; 
^ Their Latin names as fast he rattles 

'As ABC. 



' Calces o' fossils, earth, and trees; 
* True Sal-marinum o' the seas ; 
*-The Farina of beans and pease, 

* He has't in plenty; 
' Aquarfontis, w:hat you please, 

* He can content ye. 



' Forbye some new, uncommon weapons, 

' Urinns Spiritus of capons ; 

^ Or Mite-horn shavings, filings, scrapings^ 

* Distiird per se ; 
* Sal-alkali o' Midge-tail clippings, 

* And mony mae.' 

' Waes 
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• Waes me for Johnny Ged's HoU* now/ 
Quo' I, ' If that the news be true ! 

• His braw calf* ward whare srowans irrew, 

< Sae white and l^nie. 

• Nae doubt they'll rive it wi* the plew; 

• They'll ruin JoAmi?/' 



The creature grain'd an eldritch laugh, 
And says, ' Ye need na yoke the pleugh, 

* Kirkyards will soon be till'd eneugh, 

* Tak ye nae fear : 

* They'll a* be trench'd wi' mony a sheugh 

* In twarthree year. 



* Whare I kill'd ane a. fair strae death, 

* By loss o' blood or want of breath, 
' This night I'm free to tak niy aith, 

' That Hornbook's skill 
' Has clad a score i' their last claith, 

* By drap an' pill. 



An 



The grave-digger. 
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' An honest Wabster to his trade, 

* Whase wife's twanieves were scarce wed bred, 
^ Gat tipp^ncei-worth to mend her head, 

' When it was sair ; 

* The wife ^lade cannie to her bed, 

' But ne'er spak niair. 



' A couatra Laird had ta'en the batts, 
' Or some carmurring in his guts, 
' His only jpon for Hornbook sets, 

* An' pays him wel]. 
^ The lad, for twa guid gimmer-pets, 

< Was laird himsel. 



* A bonie lass, ye keiid her name, 

* Some ill-brewn drink had hov'd her wame; 
^ She trusts hersel, to hide the shame, 

' In Mombook'fi care ; 
' Horn sent her aff to her lang hame, 

* To hide it there. 



* That's just a swatch o' Hornbook's way ; 
^ Thus goes he on from day to day, 

* Thus does he poison, kill, an' slay, 

* An's weel paid for't ; 

* Yet stops me o' my lawfu' prey, 

*Wi' his d-mn'd dirt: 

• But, 
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' But, hark ! I'll tell you of a plot, 

* Tho' diuna ye be speaking o't ; 

* I'll nail the self-conceited Scot, 

' As dead's a herrin : 

* Niest time we meet, I'll wad a groat, 

* He gets his fairin ! ' * 



\\ 



But just as he b^an to tell. 

The auld kirk-hammer strak the bell 

Some wee short hour ayont the twal^ 

Which rais'd us baith : 
I took the way that pleas'd mysel. 

And sae did Death. 



^OL. III. E THE 
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THE 



BRIGS OF AYR, 



A POEM. 



Inscribed to J. Ballantyne, Esq., Ayr. 



Xhb simple Bard, rough at the rustic plougfai 
Learning his tuneful trade from ev'ry bough ; 
The chanting linnet, or the mellow thrush, 
Haili-gaxeittingsu^. sweet, toftegreeotbom 

biusfa; 
The soarii^ lark, the perching red-breast shrill. 
Or deep-ton'd plovers, grey, wild-whistling o'er 

the hill; 
Shall he, nurst in the Peasant's lowly shed, 
To hardy independence bravely bred, 
By early Poverty to hardship steel'd, 
And train'd to arms in stem Misfortone's field — 
Shall he be guilty of their hireling crimes, 
The servile, mercenary Swiss of rhymes? 

Or 
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Or labour hard the panegyric clesci 
With alt the venal soul of dedicating Prose? 
No ! though his artless strains he rudely sings, 
And throws his hand uncouthly o'er the strings, 
He, glows with all the spirit of the Bard, 
Fame, honest lame, his great, his dear reward. 
Still, if some Patron's gen'rous care he trace^ 
Skill'd in the secret, to bestow with grace ; 
When Ballantyne befriends his humble name. 
And hands the rustic stranger up to fame. 
With heartfelt throes his grateful bosom swells. 
The godlike bliss, to give, alone excels. 



Twas when the stacks get on their winter-hap, 
And thack and rape secure the toil-won crap ; 
Potatoe-bings are snugged up frae skaith 
Of coming Winter's biting, frosty breath ; 
The bees, rejoicing o'er their summer toils, '\ 
Unnumber'd buds an' flow'rs' delicious spoils, f 
Seal'd up with frugal care in massive waxen ^ 
piles, J 

Are doom'd by man, that tyrant o'er the weak, 
The death o'devils smoor'd wi' brimstone reek: 
The thundering guns are heard on ev'ry side. 
The wounded coveys, reeling, scatter wide ; 
The feather'd field-mates, bound by Nature's tie, 
Sires» mothers^ childreoi, in one carnage lie : 

E 2 (What 
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(What warm, poetie heart, but inly bleedd. 
And execrates man's savage^ ruthless deeds !) 
Nae mair (tie flow'r in field or meadow springs; 
<Nae raair the grove with airy concert rings. 
Except perhaps the Robin's whistling glee, 
•t^nd 0' the height o' some bit half-lang treer 
The hoary morns precede the sunny days, 
Mitd, calm, sierene, wide-spreads the noon-tide 

blaze, 
While thick the gossamonr waves wanton in 

the rays, 
*Twas in that season, when a simple bard. 
Unknown and poor, simplicity's reward, 
Ae night, within the ancient brugh of Ayr^ 
By whim inspired, or haply prest wi' care. 
He left his bed, and took his wayward rout. 
And down by Simpson's^ wheeFd the I^ abOut: 
(Wheth^ impeird by aUnJirecting Fate, 
To witness what I after shall narrate \ 
Or whether, rapt in meditation high. 
He 5lrander-d out be knew not wb^e nor why) 
The drowsy DwngeonrclQck\ had numbered two, 
And Widhce Taw'r\ had sworn the feet was 

true: 
.The tide^swoln Firth, with sullen sounding roar. 
Through the still night dash'd hoarse along the 

shore. 

^^_ ._ All 

* A noted tavem at the AuU Brig ead. 
t Tlie two fiteepled. 
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AH ^Ue was faash'd s^ Nati»re^t closed e*e ; 
The silent moou shooe high o'er towV and tiee : 
The chilly ftoaU beixeath the silver beam^ 
Crept, gently-crqstiag;, o'er the glittmng stream. 

When, io ! on either hand the list'ning Bard, 
The clanging sugb of whistling wings is heard ; 
Two dusky forms dart thro' the midpigbt air, 
Swift as the Go^ drives on the wheeling hare|; 
Ane on th' Atdd Srig his airy shape iipr^arsit 
The ither flutters o*er the rising piers ; 
Our warlock Rhymer instantly de^cry'd • 
The Sprigs that owre the JBrigs of Ayr prQsic^» 
(That Bards are second-sighted is nae joke, 
And ken the lingo of the ^p'ritual folk ; 
Fays, Spuukies, Kelpies, a', they can e^p^in 

them, 
And ev'n the vera deils they brawly ken them-} 
Aufd Brig appeared of ancient Fictish race. 
The very wrinkles Gothic in his face : 
He seem'd as he wi' Time h^ wfiri^trd lai^f. 
Yet teughly doure, be bade an uuqq bang, ' 
Jfew JBrig was b.uskit in a braw new oo^t, , 
That he, at Lon'on, frae ane Adam^^ got ; 
In's hand .five taper staves as sn^ooth's a bead, 
Wi' virls and whirlygjgQms at the bead. 
The Goth was stalking round with anxioas 

search, 
Spying the time-worn flaws in evVy arch ; 

It 



t ' ti m 



* The gos-hawk, or falcon. 
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It chanc*d his new-come neebor took bis e'e, 
And e*en a vex*d and angry heart bad be ! 
Wi' tbieveless sneer to see bis modish .mien. 
He, down the water^ gies him this guideen ;- 



AULD BRIG. 

I doubt na', frien*, ye*ll think ye*re nae sheep- 
shank, 
Ance ye were streekit o'er frae.bank^to bank ! 
But gin ye be a brig as auld as me, 
Tho* faith that day I doubt, ye'U never see ;' 
There'll be^ if that date come, I'll wad a boddle, 
Some fewer whigmeleeries in your noddle. 

NEW BRIG, , 

Auld Vandal, ye but show your little mense, 
Just much about it wi! your scanty sense ; . 
Will your poor, narrow foot-path of a street. 
Where twa wheel-barrows tremble when they. 

xneeta 
Your ruin'd, formless bulk, o' stane an* lime. 
Compare wi' bonie .JBrigs o' modern time ? 
There's men o' taste wou'd tak the Ducat-stream*. 
Tho' they should cast the vera sark and swim, 
Ere they would grate their feelings wi' the view 
Qf sic an ugly, Gothic hulk as you. 

AULD 

r > ' 

^^1 - r - ^ - ■ ' ■ -T --..-■ ^ 

» 

* A noted ford^ just above the Auld Brig. 
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AULD BRIO. 



Conceited gowk ! paflTd up wi' windy pride 1 
This mony a year IVe stood the flood an* tide ; 
And tho' wi' crazy eild I'm sair forfisiirn, 
I'll be a JBrigf when ye're a shapeless cairn I 
As yet ye little ken about the matter, 
But twa-three winters will inform ye betten 
When heavy, dark, continued a'-day rains, 
Wi' deepening deluges o'erflow the plains; 
When from the hills where springs the brawling 

CoiL 
Or stately Lugar's mossy fountains boil» 
Or where the Greenock winds his moorlan4 

course, . 

Or haunted GarpaV^ draws his feeble source, 
Arous'd by blust'ring winds. an' spotting thowes. 
In mony a torrent down his snsf-broo rowes ; 
While crashing ice, borne on the roaring speat^ 
Sweeps dams, an' mills, an' brigs, a' to the gate ; 
And from Glenhuqky'\ down to the Ratton-key^'^ 
Auld Ayr is just one lengthen'dj tumbling sea ; 
Theti down ye'U hurl, deil por ye pever rise ! 
An d dash the gu m lie j an ps up to the pouring skies, 

A lesson 

' — : ■ — - • 

• * 

* The banks of Oarpal Water is one of the few places 
in the West of Scotland, where those fancy scaring beings, 
known by the name of Ghaists^ still continue pertinaciously 
to inhabit. 

t The source of the river Ayr. 

t A small landing place above the large key. 
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A lesson sadly teaohk^, t9 your cost, 
Tbat Architecture's Qoble art is lost ! 

NEW BRIG, 

Fine Architecture:^ trowth^ J needs must ^ay*^ 

o't! 
The X^r-.d .1)^ thajakit that we've tint the gate o't ! 
Gaunti .ghastly^ ghaistralluring edifices^ 
Hanging with thr^at'ning jut, like precipice^; 
O'errftrching, mouldy, gloom-inspiring coves. 
Supporting roo& fantastic, stony groves : 
Windo W9, and doors in nameless sculpture'dres^ 
With order, symmetry, or taste unblest ; 
Forms like some bedlam Statuary's dream. 
The craz'd. creations of misguided whim: 
%f^ormsmightbe worshipp'd on the bended knee,'"! 
And still th^ second dread command be free, > 
Their likeness is not found on earth, in air, or s;ea. J 
Mansioi^s that would disgrace the building tast^ 
Of apj maiiQU reptile, bird or beast ; 
Fit only jiQx: ^ dpited Monkish race,. 
Or frosty .m.^i.ds .fprswcxrn the d^ar embrace. 
Or Cuifs pf lattf^ times, wha held the notion - 
That sullen gloom was sterling true devotion ; 
Fancies that our guid Brugh denies protection ! 
And soon may they expire, unblest with repur- 

jr^ctionl 

AULD BRIG. 

O ye, my dear-remember'd, aneJeQit yeidings, 
Were ye bu4: here to i^hare my woMn4ed Ifidiogs ! 

Ye 
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Ye worthy Prweses^ aa' nony * BaiUe^ 
Wha .m the pjatb9 o' rigbteoi^sness did tpil ay ; 
Ye dainty J^f^emifi, w' ye douce <74?fin9ei^^ 
To whom our moderns are but causey-cJeMW^ t 
Ye godly Canncff^ wlm hae hU&X this town i 
Ye godly JSrethra^ of the ^aierpd gown, 
Wha mo^ly gie your hur^^ to the fimpfn; 
And (what would now be i^trwg^) yif J'Odli^ 

Writers: 
A' ye douce folk I've borne aboou tb^ b^o. 
Were ye but he^iE!, what wo^ld ye jS^ty ^f do 1 > 
How woiild your fijNritggrow in deiep v^Ks^ttf>9|, 
To «fee eaieh melaacbply alte^a^ion t 
Aud agpni^ing, cur^^ tit» tioae ^nd. fhiQ^ 
When ye begat the base, degen'rate r^f ! 
Nae kwger !Gley>e^ M^, their ^Quatry's glory; 
In plain braid Scots hold forth a plain braid story ! 
Nae langer thrifty Citizens, auV douce. 
Meet owre a pint, or in the Council-house ; 
But sl^umrel, corky-bejwM, gt^c^p^ G^utry, 
The h^rrym^t and ru}» of tb« ^mffy ; 
Men, thpee-pjwrts «B*de by tftilpr« Md<by b»rber», 
Wha wastp your vffiil haiq'dg^^ 4)9 d'--^d n^ 

NEW BRIG, 

Nis^w h»ud y ou thenei fyrfyiHk y^'ve/iaidfiiiaugb, 
And lUttcUe m^v than ya. am mak to tbrou^^ 
Apfyt your PrJic^ood, £. shall say bui little/ 
Coi^hiis and Clergy are a shot right kittle : 

But 
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But, undei^fevour o' your longer beard, 
Abuse o' Magistrates might "weel be spared : • 
To liken them to your auldrwarld squad, 
I must needs say, comparisons are odd. 
In Ayry Wag-wits nae mair can hae a handle 
To mouth ' a CitiSEen,' a term o' scandal ; 
Nae mair the Council waddles down the street^ 
In all the pomp of ignorant conceit ; 
Men wha grew wise priggin owre- hops an' 

raisins. 
Or gathered liberal views in Bonds and Seisins, 
If haply Knowledge, on a random tramp, 
Had shor'd them with a glimmer of his lamp, . 
And would to Common-sense for once betray'd 

them, 
Plain, dull Stupidity stept kindly in to aid them. 



What ferther clishmadaver might been said, 
What bloody wars, if Sprites had blood to shed. 
No man can tell ; but all before their sight, 
A fairy train appeared in order bright : 
Adown the glittering stream they featly danc'd ; 
Bright to the moon their various dresses glanc'd : 
They footed o'er the wat'ry glass so neat. 
The infant ice scarce bent beneath their feet: 
While arts of Minstrelsy among them rung, 
And soul-ennobling bards h<»*oic dittiefi^ sung» 

O hail 
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O laaJi M*Laucilan,1^ thauim-inspiring Sage \ 
Beea there to hear this heavenly band engage, f 
When thro' his dear Straihsp^s they boreT 

with Highland rage ; * . j 

Or when they sti^uck old Scotia^s melting airs, 
The lover'» raptur'd joys or bleeding cares; 
How would his Highland lug been nobler fir'd^ 
And ev'n his matchless hand with finer touch 

inspired! . 
No guess could tell what instrument appear'd. 
But an the soul of Music's self was heard; 
Harmonious concert rung in every paft, 
While simple melody pour'd moving on the heart 

The Genius of the Stream in front appesa*s» 
A venerable Chief advanced in years ; 
His hoary head with water-lilies crown'd, 
His manly leg vrith garter tangle bound. 
Next came the loveliest pair in all the ring. 
Sweet Female Beauty hand in hand with Spring; 
Then, crown'd with flow'ry hay, cameRuralJoy, 
And Summer, with his fervid-beaming eye : 
All-cheering Plenty, with her flowing horn, ' 
Led yellow Autumn, wreathed with nodding com ; 
Then Wiater*s time-bleach'd locks did hoary 

show. 
By Hospitality with cloudless brow. 

Next 

* A wen known perfonner of Scottish music on the violin. 
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Next foHow^'a Courage, with hia martmt stri^e^ 
Prom wh«e the Fw/* wild woody coverte hide j 
Brnf^volmcff with mild, luenignwit air, 
A female form, came froiD the tow'rs of Stair r^ 
Le^^ing aad Worth iq eqiptl measures trode 
From simple Catrimft their Iong-lov*d ^bode : ' 
If»^% whito^yob'd Peace, crowu'd witl\ a harie 
wrwth, 

To rustic Agriculture did bequeath 
"Pie bro^ef^ irpn iu^trumeota of death ; 
At sight of wbom our Sprites forg^it th^ir kmi* 
lingwnjtth- 



* Feal is a small stream wBich run^ near Coilsfield, tben the 
seat of Colonel Montgomery, now (1819) Earl of EgUnton. 

t The Pp^ ^Und^ h^r^ tp Mrp, ^^ynufi of 8twr.-^Stai| 
was then m k^x pos^e^sipn. Sb^ Afterwards lemiove^ tt 
Aflton-Lodge^ pn the hanks of the Aftoi^ a 3tream which h« 
afterwards celebrated in a song entitled '* Afton TTater.** — 
Bee a letter to Mrs. Stewart, vol. iL The song, Aftdn Water, 

X A sweet little. place pn thebank^ of 4^yr, belongin^to 
Professor Dugald Stewart, where he used to reside during 
the intervals of his labours in the iTntversity, (as his fatheJr 
Hstd d^wie before him),' til) biuiished finMD it bf the efectiott-bf 
a cotton-mill village immediately adjoining. 
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ORDINATION. 



( * 



For sense they Uuleowe to Frugal Heao* 
To please the Mob they hide the Uttk gn'H. 



Kilmarnock Wabsters fidge An' claw. 

An' pour your creeshie natioM ; 
An* ye wba leather rai an* draw, 

Of a' denominations, 
'Swift to the^ Laiigh KirK V^^ an' a*. 

An' there tak up your. stations; 
Then aff to Begbie's in a raw. 

An' pour divine libations 

, . For joy this day. 



II. Curst 
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II, 



Curst Common-sense, that imp o' b-l]» 

Cam in wi' Maggie Lauder;* 
But O******* aft made her yell. 

An' R»»»** sair misca'd her; 
This day »!•♦*♦♦♦•* takes the flail. 

And he's the boy will bland her ! 
He'll clap a shangcm on her tail. 

An' set the bairns to daud her 

Wi' dirt this day. 

III. 

jVfak haste an' turn king David owre. 

An' lilt wi' holy clangor ; 
O' double verse come gie us four. 

An' skirl up the Bangor : 
This day the Kirk kicks up a stoure, 

Nae mair the knaves shall wrang her. 
For Heresy is in her pow'r, 

And gloriously she'll whang her 

Wi' pith this day. 



IV. Come 



* AUuding to a scoffing baDad which was made oir the 
admission of the lat0 ReVjerend and worthy Mr. L. to the 
Kirk. 
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IV. 



Come, let a proper text be read, 

An* touch it aff wi' vigour, 
How graceless JSam* leugh at his Dad, 

Which made Canaan a niger ; 
Or PAineasIf drove the murdering blade, 

Wi' wh-re-abhorring rigour ; 
Or Zipparahjl^ the scaiildiu jade, 

Was like a bluidy tiger 

I' th' ian that day. 



V. 



There, try his mettle ou the creed, . 

And bind him down wi' caution, 
That Stipend is a carnal weed 

He taks but for the fashion ; 
And gie him o'er the flock, to feec^ 

And punish ea^b transgression ; 
£special, rams that cross the breed, . 

Crie them sufficient threshin, 

JSparie them nae day. 



VI. Now 



>«» 



* G^nesiSf ch« ix* yer. 22, 
t Numbers, ch.xxv* ver.B, 
I Exodus, c\L IT. Ten 26t 
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Now auld Kiliskmmatk cock tby iai), 

And tosa thy honiB fa' canty ; 
Nae mair tbon'Jt vowte outowte the dak^ 

Because thy p8«(nre'» scanty ; 
For lapfo'8 lai^ o' go9pel kaU . 

Shall fill thy crib in plenty. 
An' runts o' grace the pick and liraile^ 

No gi'en by way o* dainty. 

But ilka day. 

VH. 

Nae mair by \BMVs streams we'll weep, 

To think |ip<m our Zionj 
And hing our fiddlte up to sleep. 

Like baby-clonta a-dryin : 
CkMne, screw the p^a wi' tunefu' cheep, 

And o'er the thairms be trytn ; 
Oh, rare ! to see our elbudcs wbeep. 

An' a' like lamb-tails flyin 

Fu' ftst this day ! 

VIII. 

• 

Lang Pairamage, wi' rod o* aim, 
Has shor'd the Kirk's undoin. 

As lately F-muhck^ mm forfainii 
Has provea to its ruiti: 



Our 



Our Patron, honest man 1 Glencaim^ 
He saw mischief was brewin ; 

And like a godly elect bairn 
He's wal'd us out a true ane^ 

And sound tills day. 



Now R*''?^**** harangpae ime mair. 

But steek your gab for ever : 
Or try the wicked town of Ayr, 

For there they'll think you clever ; 
Or, nae reflection on yp«r lear, 

Ye may commence a Shaver ; 
Or to the Netherton repair, 

And turn a Carpet>»weavf i* 

Aff*band. this day. 



X. 



I. 



t 
I 



M * * * * ♦ and you were just a match, 

We never had sie twa drones : 
Auld Homie did the Lmgh Kirk watch, 

Just like a winkin baudrons : 
And ay' he catch'd thetither wretch, 

To fry them in his caudrons : 
But now his honor maun detach, • . 

Wi' a' his brimstone squadrons, 

Fast, fast this day. 

VOL. III. F XI. 
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XI. 



See, see auld Orthodoxy's ft»e9 

Shes swingeio thro* the cijty ; 
Hark, how the niae^tail'd cat she plays ! 

I vow its unco pretty : 
There, Learning, with his Greekish face. 

Grunts out some Latin ditty ; 
And Common Seime is. gaufi^ she i9ays. 

To mak to Jamie JBeattie 

tier pbiDi thi9 d»y.. 
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But there's Morality hkqsel, 

Emhracing^ all opinions*^ 
Hear, how he gies the titber yell. 

Between his twa companions ; 
See, how she peels the skin ah' fell. 

As ane were peelia onions ! 
Now there —they're packed aff to hidUi 

And banish'd oiur daniiQiowi^ 

H^Piceforthi <^s d^y^ 

XIII. 

O happy day I rejpic^, rejoice ! 

Come bouse about the poirter ! 
Morality ^s deqiure (Jecoys 

Shall here nae mair find quarter: 



j^<***«***^ R****« are the boys. 

That Heresy can torture : 
They'll gie her on a rape a hoyse. 

And cow her measare shorter 

By th' head some day« 

XIV. 

Come, bring the titber mntchkin in. 

And here's, for a conckision. 
To every New Light* mother's son. 

From this time forth, Confasion : 
If mair they deave us witk th^ii*. ^^ 

Or Patronage intrusion, 
We^ll light a spunky andv ev'ry<^ akin, 

Weil rin tliem aff in fusion 

Like oil, some day« 



* New Light is a cant phrase in the West of Scotland, for 
those relinpi^ opinions ifbif h^ Dr. Taylor of iNorvirich huf 
defended so strenuously. 
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CALF. 



i 



TO THE REV. MR. 



On his Texty Malachi, €h« iv. ver. 2. " And tdey BJ^all 
go forth, and grow up, like calves of the stall." 



RiOHT, Sir ! your text I'll prove it true. 
Though Heretics may laugh ; 

For instance ; there's yoursel just now, 
God knoivs, an unco Ctdf/ 

And should some Patron be so kind. 

As bless you vfY a kirk, 
I doubt na, Sir, but then we*ll find. 

Ye re still as great a Stirk. 



But, 



J 



Bat, if the Lover's raptured hour 

Shall ever be your lot, 
Forbid it, evVy heavenly Power, 

You e'er should be a Stot I 

Tho*, when some kind, connubial Dear, 

Your but-and-ben adorns, 
The like has been that you may wear 

A noble Head of horns. 

And in your lug, most reverend James^ 
To hear you roar and rowte. 

Few men o' sense will doubt your claims 
To rank amang the nowte. 

And when yeVe number'd wF the dead, 

Below a grassy hillock, 
Wi' justice they may mark your head— « 

* Here lies a famous Bvilackr 



ADDRESS 
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ADDRESS 



TO THE DEI L. 



% 



11 ni tw i i » * -i r*-tr T rr- ii W ■■.^ .■fi n ^■>^- 



Oh Prince ! Oh Chief of many throned Pow*r$j 



O THOU ! whatever title suit thee, 
Auld Horoie, Satan, Nick, or Clootie, 
Wha in yon cavern grim, an' sootie, 

Closed under hatches, 
Spairges about the brunstane cootie. 

To scaud podr wretches ( 



Hear 
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Heat* ^me, aiild ffangiej for a wee, 
An' let 'poor damQsd bodies -foe ; 
Tin jHxveisma' ^pleasure ^it can ^e. 

E'en to a deil^ 
To skelp aa' acaad .poor degB like me. 

An' hear ns squeel ! 



Great is thy powV, an'^eat thy fame ; 
Far kend and noted is thy name ; 
An', tho' yon lowin hengh's tby.hame, 

Thou travels far ; 
An', faith! thou'-sj neither lag nor lame, 

<Nor blate nor scaur. 



Whyles, ranging like a roarin lion, 
For prey, a' -holes an' comers itryin ; 
Whyles ion the strong-^wing^d tempest fly in, 

Tirlin the kirks ; 
Whyles, in the/huraan bosom pryin, 

Unseen thou lurks. 



I've hwRd. my reverend Crratenie say. 
In lanely glens ye like to stray ; 
Or where nuld-rain'd castles, gray. 

Nod rto the moon. 
Ye fright^lhe nightly 'wand'rer's way. 

W¥ «ldritch croon. 

When 
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When twilight did my Graunie summon. 
To say her prayers, douce, honest woman ! 
Aft yont the dyke she s heard you bummio^ 

Wi' eerie drone; 
Or, rustlin, thro' the boortries comin, 

Wi' heavy groan. 



Ae dreary, windy, winter night, . 
The stars shot down wi' sklentin light, 
Wi' you, mysel, I gat a fright, 

Ayont the lough ; 
Ye, like a ra^h-bush, stood in sights 

Wi' wavihg sugh. 



The cudgel in my nieve did shake. 
Each bristrd hair Btood iike a stake. 
When wi' an eldritch stour, quaick-r-quaick-^ 

Amang the springs, 
Awa ye squaitter'd, like! a drake. 

On whistling wings. 



Let warlocks grim, an' -withered Aflg*^, 
Tell how wi' you on ragweed nags, 
They skim the muirs, an' dizzy crags 

Wi' wicked speed ; 
And in kirk-yards renew their leagues, 

Owre howkit dead. 

Thence 
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Thence countra wives, wi' toil an' pain. 
May plunge an' plunge the kirn in vain : 
For, oh I the yellow treasure's taen 

By witching skill ; 
An' dawtit, twal-pint Hawkie's gaen 

As yell's the Bill. 



Thence mystic knots mak great abuse. 
On young Guidmen, fond, keen, an' crouse; 
When the best wark-lume )' the house, 

By cantrip wit, 
Is instant made no worth a louse. 

Just at the bit 



When thowes dissolve the snawy hoord, 
An' float the jinglin icy-boord, 
Then Water-kelpies haunt the foord. 

By your direction. 
An' nighted Trav'Uers are allur'd 

To their destruction. 



An' aft your moss-traversing Spunkies 
Decoy the wight that late an' drunk is: 
The bleezin, curst, mischievous monkeys 

Delude his eyes. 
Till in some miry slough he sunk is. 

Ne'er mair to rise. 

When 
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When MoBOtts' mystic wm^d wa! grip^ 
la storms an' tempests raise you up, 
Some cock or cat your rage tnianm ^top, 

Oi*, dtrauge to tell ! 
The youDgl^t Brother ye wad whip 

Aff fittraught to hell ! 



Lang ay lie, in Eden^s - bo^e yard, 
When youtbfti' lov^s fiwt were pair'd. 
An' all the^^oul of love they ishar'd, 

The raptur'd hour, 
Sweet on the fi^gl*atit, flow'ry swatd. 

In shady bow'r : 



Then you, ft aulA, snic-drawing dog ! 

Ye came to Paradise incog. 

An' play'd'on tnan a cursied'biy)gue, 

(Black be your fa !) 
An' gied the irifedt warld a ishog, 

'Maist ruin'd a'. 



D'ye 'mind vihfit day, Vhisb in a bi%z, ' 
Wi' reekit duds, an* reaitit gi2te, 
Ye did present y^Otir^moutie pfiiz, 

"Matig^bfetter folk. 
An' sklented dn'ihe' mun' df Vzz 

Your spitefu' joke ? 



An' 



75 

An' hfm ye got hitii i' yotir tiiMlI, 
An' brak him out o' hduse an' ball. 
While scabs an' botches did UitngaH, 

Wi' bitter claw. 
An' lows'd his III "tonga'd, "flicked Skitfw), 

' Was warst ava ? 



But a' your doings to rehearse. 
Your wily snares an' fechtin fierce, 
Sin' that day Michael* did you pierce, 

Down to this time. 
Wad ding a Lallan tongue, or Erse, 

In prose or rhyme. 



An' now, auld Cloots^ I ken ye're thinkin, 
A certain Bardie's rantin, drinkin. 
Some luckless hour will send him linkin, 

To your black pit ; 
Buty faith ! he'll turn a comer jinkin, 

An' cheat you yet 



But, 



• Vide Milton, Book VI. 
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But, fare yon weel, ^uld NickU-bet^l 
O wad ye tak 9 thought ai^' men' ! ; 
Ye aibliDSi inight — 1 dinaa ken — 

Still hae a stake — 
I'm wae to think upo' yon d^n, 

JEly'n Cor your sake! 



THB 
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t • 



THB 



DEATH AND DYING WORDS 



OF 



POO Jl MA I LIE, 



THE AUTHOR'S ONLY PET YOWE. 



An'uHoo nummJV TdU. 



As MaiUe^ an* her lambs thither, 
Were ae day nibbling on the tether^ 
Upon her cloot she coost a hitch. 
An* owre she warsl'd in the ditch : 
There, groaning, dying, she did lie, 
WheA Hughod" he cam doytin by. 



Wi' 



* A neibor herd-callan. 



Wi* glowrio een, an' lifted han's, 

Poor Hughoc like a statue stan's ; 

He saw her days were near-hand ended, 

But, waes mj heart! b^ could na mend it! 

He gaped wide, but naething spak ! 

At length poor Mailie silence brak. 

* O thou, whase lami^ntable face 
Appears to mourn my woefu' case ! 
My dying wards attentive hear. 
An' bear them to my- Master- dear. 

* Tell him, if e'er again he keep 
As muckle gear as buy a sheep, 
O bid him never tie tbeox miiAr 
Wi' wicked strings o' hemp or hair I 
But ca' them out to park or hill, 
An' let them wander at^ their will ; 
So may his flock increase, an' grow 
To scores o' lambs, an' packs o' woo' ! • 

• • • 

' Tell him, h^ waa ^ Mas^fr ^W'. 
An' ay was gui^ to me and min^ \ 
An' now my dying charge I gl? him, 
My helpless l^mb^. \ trqat 1||;feiq. wi' hun^ 

• 
^ O, bid him save their h a rm less lives, 
Frae dogs, an' todB, ai^' butchers' knives ! 

But 



But g^9'theQ9^ gi^ cQWn]p»i11f;ctbeir ftlU 
Till they be fit to fe«di th^I9«eU 
An' tent theiip; 4uly, e^^ vau' mftrn,, 
Wi' teats o' hay, an' rif^ q* cg^ih 

* An' may th^j^V^er If^iktlmg!^^, 
Of ither vile, wanr^^i^' fet^ I 
To slink thro' i^kip^,^ ^ reayjea^' st^ 
At sfc^ckao' peapQi. or gtoijks^a' kaiL 
So may they, like their great Forbears, 
For moBie. a y^^r cpme tlv*o' the sJiQ^rs : 
So wives will gi|e tb^m bi.(^ o' Wea4» 
An' bairns greet for them when they're dead« 

' My poor ioop-lamby my son an' heir, 
O, bid him breed him up wi' care f 
An' if he live to be a beast, 
To pit some bavins in his breast ! 
An' warn him, what I winna name. 
To stay content wi' yowes at hame ( 
An' no to rin an' wear his cloots. 
Like ither mensless, graceless, brutes, 

' An' niest my ymvie, silly thing, 
Gude keep thee frae a tether string ! 
O, may thou ne'er forgather up 
Wi' ony blastit, moorland toop 
But ay keep mind to moop an' mell 
Wi' sheep o' credit like thysel I 



And 
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• * » 

* Aqd now, my bairns, wf my last breath, 
I lea'emy blessin wi' you balth : 
An' when you think upo' your mither, 
Mind to be kin' to ane anither. 

' Now, honeilt Hughod^ dinna fail 
To tell my Master a* my tale; 
An* bid him burn this canned tether, 
An', for thy pains, thou'se get my blather.' 

This said, poor Mailie turned her head, 
And clos'd her een aman^ tlie dead. 



* « 
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POOR MAILIE'S 



ELEGY. 



Lament in rhyme, lament in prose, 
Wi' saut tears trickling down your nose ; 
Our bardie's fate is at a close, 

Past a' remead ; 
The last sad cape-stane of his woes ; 

Poor Maine's dead ! 



Its no the loss o' warl's gear, 
That could sae bitter draw the tear, 
Or mak our bardie, dowie, wear 

The mourning weed : 
He's lost a friend and neebor dear. 

In Mailie dead. 



Thro' a' the toun she trotted by him ; 
A lang half-mile she could descry him ; 
Wi' kindly bleat, when she did spy him. 

She ran wi' speed : 
A friend mair faitbfu' ne'er cam nigh him, 

Than Mailie dead. 
VOL. III. G I wat 
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I wat she was a sheep o' sense, 
An' could behave hersel wi' mense : 
rU say't, she never brak a fence. 

Thro' thievish greed, 
Our bardie, lanely, keeps the spence 

Sin' Mailie 's dead. 



Or, if he wanders up the howe, 
Her living image in her yowey 
Gomes bleating to him, owre the knowe. 

For bits o' bread ; 
An' down the briny pearls rowe 

For Mailie dead. 



She was nae get o' moorland tips, 
Wi' tawted ket, an' hairy hips ; 
For her forbears were brought in ships 

Frae yont the Tweed: 
A bonier ^e^^A ne'er cross'd the clips 

Than MoHie's dead« 



Wae worth the tnan wha first did shape 
That vile, wanchancie thing— a rape/ 
It maks guid fellows girn an' gape, 

Wi' chokin dread ; 
An' Robin's bonnet wave wi' crape. 

For Mailie dead. 

O, a' 
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Oy a' ye bards on bonie Doon / 
An' wha on Ayr your chanters tune ! 
Come, join the melancfaolious croon 

O' Robin's reed f 
His heart will never get aboon 

His Mailie dead. 



o 2 



84 



TO 



J. SMITH. 



Friendship ! mysterious cement of the soul! 
Sweetener of life, and solder of society! 
I owe thee much /— — 

Blair. 

Dear Smith, the sleest, paukie thief, 
That e'er attempted stealth or rief, 
Ye surely hae some warlock-breef 

Owre human hearts ; 
For ne'er a bosom yet was prief 

Against your arts. 



For me, I swear by sun an' moon, 
And ev'ry star that blink's aboon, 
YeVe cost me twenty pair o' shoon 

Just gaun to see you ; 
And ev'ry ither pair that's done, 

Mair taen I'm wi' you. 

That 
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That auld' 4»pricious carlin, nature, 
To mak amends for scrimpit' stature; 
She's turn'd you aff,' a human creature 

On her Jirst plan, 
And in her freaks, Ob ev'ry feature. 

She's wrote, the Man. 



Just ntjm ' I Ve^ taen • the fit o'' rhytaie, 
My barmie noddle's worktmg prime, 
My fiincy yerkit up sublime 

'■ ■ Wi*^ ha^ty summon : 
Hae ye a leisure-mom^nf s time 

To hear what's comin ? 



Some rhyme a noc^or's nattfe to lash ; < 
Some rhyme (vain thought !) for needfu' cash ; 
Some rhyme to court the countra clash, 

{II t . « An* raise a din; 
For me, an aim I never fash ; 

I rhyme for fun. 



The star thattules my lUckless lot. 
Has fated me tiie rusnetcoat, < ^^ '^ 
Ab' damn'd my fortune tO' the groat ; 

^ r . fBtet in^requit. 
Has blest me wi' a^random shot 

O' countra wit. 



This 
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This while my notion's taeh a sklent. 
To try my fate in gaid, black pretU ; 
But still the mair I'm that way bent. 

Something cries, * Hoolie! 
* 1 red you, l^onest man, tak tent ! 

* Ye'U shaw your folly. 



' There's itfaer poets, much your betters, 
* Far seen in Greeks deep men o' letters, 
^ Hae thought they had ensur'd their debtors; 

^ A' future ages ; 
^ Now moths deform in shapeless tatters, 

^ Their unknown pages.' 



Then fareweel hopes o' laurel-boughs, 
To garland my poetic brows ! 
Henceforth I'll rove where busy ploughs 

Are whistling thrang. 
An' teach the lanely heights an' howes 

My rustic sang. 



I'll ^wander on, with tentless heed 
How never-halting. moments speed. 
Till fate shall snap the brittle tiiread ; 

Then, all unknown, 
I'll lay me with th' inglorious dead. 

Forgot and gone I 



But 
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But why p' death begin a tale ? 
Just now we're living fiound and hale, 
Then top and maintop crowd the sail. 

Heave care o'er side ! 
And large, before enjoyment's gale. 

Let's tak the tide. 



This life, sae far's I understand, 
Is a' enchanted fairy land, 
Where pleasure is the magic wand, 

That, wielded right, 
Maks hours like minutes, hand in hand. 

Dance by fu' light. 



The magic-wand then let us wield : 
For, ance that five-an'-forty's speel'd. 
See crazy, weary, joyless eild, 

Wi* wrinkl'd face. 
Comes hostin, hirplin owre the field, 

Wi' creepin pace. 



"When ance life's day draws near the gloamin. 
Then fareweel vacant careless roamin ; 
Ao' fareweel cheerfu' tankards foanjin^ 

An' social noise ; 
An' fareweel dear, deluding waman^ 

The joy of joys ] 

O Life f 
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O Life ! how pleasant in thy moming; 
Young Fancy's rays the hills adorning ! 
Cold-pausing caution's lesson scorning, 

We frisk away, 
Like schoolboys, at th* expected warning, 

To joy and play. 



We wander there, we wander here, 
We eye the rose upon the brier. 
Unmindful that the thorn is near. 

Among the leaves ; 
And tho* the puny wound appear. 

Short while it grieves. 



Some, lucky, find a flow'ry spot. 
For which they never toil'd nor swa* ; 
They drink the sweet and eat the fet. 

But care or pain ; 
And, haply, eye the barren hut 

With high disdain. 



With steady aim some fortune chase; 
Keen hope does ev'ry sinew brace ; 
Thro' fair, thro' foul^ they urge the race. 

And seize the prey : 
Then canie, in some cozie place. 

They close the day. 

And 
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And others, like your Immble servan' . 
Poor wights! nae rules nor roads observin; 
To right or left, eternal sw^^n, 

They zig-zag on ; 
Till curst with age^ obscure an' starvin. 

They aften groan. 



Alas! what; bitter toil an' straininhi^ 
But truce with, peevish^ poor complaining 1 
Is fortune's fickle liima waning ? 

E'en let her gang ! 
Beneath what light she has remaining, 

Let's sing our sang. 



My pen I here, fling to the ddor, 
And knee], * Ye Pow'rs !' arid warm implore, 
* Tho' I should wander terra o'er, 

' \ / In aM her climes, 
' Grant me but this, I ask , no more, 

* Ay rowH) o' rhymes. 



' Gie dreeping ibasts to countra lairds, 
' Till icicles -hing firae their beards ; ' 
' Gie fine braw claes to fise life-guards, 

>:, \ } And maidi^ of honor! 
' And yill an' whisky gie to^ cairds, 

' Until they sconner, 

* A title. 
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* A title, Dempster merits it ; 

* A garter gie to Willie Pitt ; 

* Gie wealth to some be-ledger'd cit, 

* In cent, per cent. 

* But give me real, sterling wit, 

' And I'm content. 



' While ye are pleas'd to keep me hale, 
* I'll sit down o'er my scanty meal, 
^ 3e*twater'brasen or musli^kaU, 

vWi' cheerfu' face, 
' As lang's the muses dinna fail 

* To say the graca' 



An anxious e'e I never throws 
Behint my lug, or by my nose ; 
J jouk beneath misfortune's blowsr 

Asweel'slmay; 
Sworn foe to sorrow, care, and prose, 

I rhyme away. 



O ye douce folk, that live by rule, 
Grave, tideless-blooded, calm and cool, 
Compar'd vri' you — O fool ! fool ! fool ! 

How much unlike ! 
Your hearts are just a standing pool, 

Your lives, a dyke ! 

Nae 



91 

Nae hair-brain'd, sentimental traces. 
In your unlettered nameless faces ! 
In arioso trills and graces 

Ye never stray. 
But gravissimOj solemn basses 

Ye hum away. 



Ye are sae grave^ nae doubt ye're wUe ; 
Nae ferly tho' ye do despise 
The hairum-scairum, ram-stam boys, 

The rattlin squad: 
I see you upward cast your eyes — 

— Ye ken the road.-^ 



Whilst I — but I shall baud me there* 
Wi' you I'll scarce gang any where-^ 
Then, Jamie^ I shall say nae mair. 

But quat my sang, 
Content wi' Ycu to mak a pair, 

Whisire'er I gang. 



A DREAM. 



n 



« » 



DREAM. 



sac 



TTumghtSf words J and deeds ^ the statute blames zDith reason ; 
Bui surely dreams were ne*er indicted treason. 



\.i 



[On reading, in^tKe puDlfc papers, the Ldureafs Ode^ 
with the other pafadfe 'of Jnikb 4, 1786, the author 
was no sooner dropi dsleep, than he imagined himself 
transported to the birth<»day levee ; and in his dream- 
ing fiincj, made the following Address."] 



I. 

GuiD-MORNiN to your Majesty/ 
May heav'n augment your blisses, 

On ev'ry new hirthrday ye see, 
A humble poet wishes ! 



My 
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My hardship here, at your levee. 

On sic a day as this is, 
Is sure au uncouth sight to see, 

Amang thae birth-day dresses 

Sae fine this day, 



II. 

I see ye're complimented thrang, 

By mony a lord and lady ; 
^ God save the king!' 's a cuckoo sang 

That's unco easy said ay ; 
The poets^ too, a venal gang, 

Wi' rhymes weel-tum'd and ready. 
Wad gar you trow ye ne'er do vrrang, 

But ay unerring ,steady» 

Oa sic a day. 

■ « • * 

III. 

For me ! before a monarch's fiice, 

Ev'n there I winna flatty : .|.. 
For neither pension. po8t. nor place. 

Am I your humble debtor : 
So, nae reflection on your grcxe. 

Your kingship to bespatter ; 
There's tnonie waur been o' the race. 

And aiblins ane been hettear, 

Than you this day. 



IV. Tis 
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IV. 



Tis very true, my sovVeign king, 

My skill may weel be doubted : 
But facts are cheels that winna ding, 

An' downa be disputed : 
Your royal nest, beneath your wing, 

Is e'en right reft an' clouted. 
And now the third part of the string. 

An' less, will gang about it 

Than did ae day. 



V. 

Far be't frae me that I aspire 

To blame your legislation, 
Or say, ye wisdom want, or fire, 

To rule this mighty nation ! 
But, faith ! [ muckle doubt, my Sire^ 

Ye've trusted ministration 
To chaps, wha, in a bam or byre. 

Wad better fill'd their station 

Than courts yon day. 

VI. 

And now yeVe gien auld JSritain peace, 

Her broken shins to plaster ; 
Your sair taxation does her fleece. 

Till she has scarce a tester ; 

For 
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For me, thank God, my life's a leasep 

Nae bargain wearing faster. 
Or, faith ! I fear, that, wi' the geese, 

I shortly boost to pasture 

r the craft some day. 

VII. 

I'm no mistrusting Willie Pittj 

When taxes he enlarges, 
(An' Will's a true guid fallow's get, • 

A name not envy spairges,) 
That he intends to pay your debt. 

An' lessen a' your charges ; 
But, 6-d sake ! let nae saving-fit 

Abridge your bonie barges 

An' boats this day. 

VIII. 

Adieu, my Liege! may freedom geek 

Beneath your high protection ; 
An' may ye rax corruption's neck, 

And gie her for dissection ! 
But since I'm here, I'll no neglect. 

In loyal, true affection. 
To pay your Qmen^ with due respect, 

My fealty an' subjection 

This great birth-day. 



IX. Hail, 



00 



IX. 



Hail, Majesty Most Excellent I 

While Dobles strive to please ye, 
Will ye accept a compliment 

A simple poet gies ye? 
Thae bonie bairntime, Heav'n has lent, 

Still higher may they heeze ye 
In bliss, till fate some day is sent. 

For ever to release ye 

Frae care that day. 



X. 



For you, young potentate o' W , 

I tell your Highness fairly, 
Down pleasure's stream, wi' swelling sails, 

I'm tauld ye're driving rarely ; 
But some day ye may gnaw your nails, 

An' curse your folly sairly. 
That e'er ye brak IHawjC^ pales, 

Or rattl'd dice wi' Charlie^ 

By night or day. 

XI. 

Yet aft a ragged cowte's been known 

To mak a noble awer; 
So ye may doucely fill a throne. 

For a' their clish-ma-claver : 

There, 
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There, him* at Agincaurt wha shone, 
Few better were or braver ; 

And yet,,wF funny, queer Sir JbAn,f 
He was an unco shaver 

For monie a day. 



XIL 



For you, right rev'rend O- 



Nane sets the laum-sleeve sweeter, 
Altho' a ribbon at your lug 

Wad been a dress completer : 
As ye disown yon paughty dog 

That beat's the keys of Peter> 
Then, swith ! an'^get a wife to hug, 

Or, trouth 1 ye'U stain the mitre 

Some luckless day, 

xm. 

Young, royal Tarry Breeks^ I learn, 
Ye've lately come athwart her ; 

A glorious galley, X ^^^"^ ^^' stem, 
Weel rigg'd for Venui barter ; 



But 



« Kiog Henry V. 

t Sir John Falstaff, tide Shakespeare, 
-t Alluding to the newspaper account of a certain royd 
sailor^s amour. 

VOL. III. H 
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But first ha/D^ out, that sbell distant 

Your hymeneal Matter, 
Then Jiieave aboard your ^apfde aira, 

An', large upo' her quainter, 

dome luU that day. 

XIV. 

Ye» lastly, bonie blossoms a', 

Ye royal lasses dainty, 
Heav'n mak yon guid as wed as braw, 

An' gie you lads a-plenty : 
But sneer nae British hidys awa', 

For kings are utico scant ay ; 
An' German gentles are but sma\ 

They're better just than want ay 

Oft onie day. 

XV. 

God bless you a' ! conskler now, 

Ye're unco muckle dautet; 
But ere the course o* life be thro', 

It may be bitter sautet : 
An' I hae seen their C0ggie fou, 

That yet hae larrow't at it ; 
But or the day was done, I trow, 

The laggen they hae clautet 

Fu' clean that day. 



THE 
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THE 



V I S I O N. 



DUAN FIRST* 

The sun hatJ: clos'd the winter day, 
The curlers quat their roaring play. 
An' hungered maukin ta^en her way 

To kail-yards green, 
While faithless snaws ilk step betray 

Whare she has been. 



The 



* Duan, a term of Ossian's for the differeat divisions of a 

digressive poem. See his Cath-Loda, vol. ii. of M'Pberson's 

translation. 

H 2 
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The thresher's weBiyJlingin tree 
The lee-lang day had tired me ; 
Aod whan the day had clos'd his e'e. 

Far i' the west, 
Beo i' the spence^ right pensivelie, 

I gaed to rest. 



There, lanely, by the ingle-cheek, 
I sat and ey'd the spewing reek, 
That fiird, wi' hoast-provoking smeek. 

The auld clay bi^n ; 
An' heard the restless rattons squeak 

About the riggin. 



All in this mottie, misty clime, 
I backward mus'd on wasted time, 
How I had spent my youthfu' prime, 

An' done nae thing, 
But stringin blethers up in rhyme. 

For fools to sing. 



Had I to guid advice but harkit, 
I might, by this, hae led a market, 
Or strutted in a bank an' clarkit 

My cash-account : 
While here, half-mad, half-fed, half-sarkit, 

Is a' th' amount. 

i started, 
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I started y muttVing, blockhead ! coof ! 
And heav'd on high my \¥aukit loof, 
To swear by a' yon starry roof, 

Or some rash aith, 
That I, haiceforth, would be rhyme-proof 

Till my last breath — 



When, click \ the string the snick did draw : 
And, jee ! the door gaed to the wa' ; 
An' by my ingle-lowe I saw, 

Now bleezin bright, 
A tight, outlandish Hizzie, braw. 

Come full in sight. 



Ye need na doubt, I held my whisht; 
The infant aith, half-form'd, was crusht ; 
I glowr'd as eerie's I'd been dusht 

In some wild glen ; 
When sweet, like modest worth, she blusht, 

And stepped ben. 



Green, slender, leaf-clad holly-houghs 
Were twisted, gracefu', round her brows, 
I took her for some Scottish Muse. 

By that same token ; 
An' come to stop those reckless vows, 

Wou'd soon been broken. 

A hair« 



A ' hair-brain'd, seiitiineDiai trace' 
Was strongly marked in her face { 
A wildly-witty, rustic grace 

Shone full upon her; 
Her eye, ev'a tuf n'd on empty space, 

Beam'd keen with honolr. 



Down flow'd her robe, a tartau sheeq^ 
Till half a leg was scrimply seen ; 
And such a leg ! my bonie Jeant 

Could only peer it; 
Sae straught, sae taper, tight, and clean,^ 

Nane else came near it 



Her mantU large, of greenish hue. 
My gazing wonder chiefly drew ; 
Deep lights and shades^ bold-mingliDg^ threw 

A lustre grand ; 
And seem'd, to my astonish'd view, 

A well known land. 



Here, rivers iu the sea were lost; 
There, mountains to the skies were tost : 
Here, tumbling billows mark'd the coast, 

With sui^ng foam ; 
There, distant shone Art's lofty boasit, 

Thcf lordly dome. 

Here, 
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Here, Doom ponr^^ down his fiur*fetch'd floods ; 
There, well-fed Irmne stately thuds : 
Auld hermit Ajfr staw thro' bis woods^ 

On to the shore ; 
Aad many a leapev torrent scuds, 

With seeming roar. 

Low, in a sandy valley spread. 
An aQci»t ftarmr^A rear'd her head ; 
Still, as in Scottish story read. 

She boasts a vace^ 
To ev'ry nobler virtue bred. 

And polish'd grace. 

By stately tow'r or palace fair, 
Or ruins pendent in the air. 
Bold stems of heroes, here and there, 

I could discern ; 
Some seem'd to muse, some seem'd to dare. 

With feature stern. 

My heart did glqwing transport <ee], . 
Tq 8^ a race* heroic wheels 
And brandish round the deep-dy'd steel 

In sturdy blows ; 
While back-recoiling seem'd to reel 

Their sutbron foes. 

His 

— i . ■ ri i»ii I I ■ ■ ■ — ■ ■< ■ ' ■ ; 

* The WmUmm. 
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His Country's Saviour,* mark him wellf 
Bold J2iVrAari//{m's;j* heroic swell ; 
The chief on Sark^ who glorious fell. 

In high command ; 
And he whom ruthless fates expel . 

His native land. 



There, where a sceptr'd Pictnh shaded 
Stalk'd round his ashes lowly laid, 
I mark'd a martial race, portray 'd 

In colours strong 
Bold, soldier-featur'd, undismay'd 

They strode along. 



Thro' 



• WiUiam Wallace. 

t Adam Wallace, of Richardton, cousin to the immortal 
preserver of Scottish independence. 

X Wallace, Laird of Craigie, who was second in com- 
mand, under Douglas Earl of Ormond, at the famous battle 
on the banks of Sark, fought anno 1448. * That glorious yic- 
tory was principally owing to the judicious conduct and in- 
trepid valour of the gallant Laird of Craigie, who died of his 
wounds after the action. 

§ Coilus, king of the Picts, from whom the district of Kyle 
is said to take its name, lies buried, as tradition says, near 
the family seat of the Montgomeries of Coils-field, where 
kis burial-place is still shown. 
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'Thro' many a wild, romantic grove,* 
Near many a hermit-fency'd cove, 
(Fit haunts for friendship or for love^) 

In musing mood, 
An aged Judge^ I saw him rove, 

Dispensing good. 



With deep-struck reverential awef 
The learned sire and sanX saw, 
To Nature's God and Nature's law 

They gave their lore, 
This, all its source and end to draw^ 

That, to adore. 



^ryrfone's brave wMd:|: I well could spy, 
Beneath old Scotia's smiling eye ; 
Who call'd on Fame, low standing by, 

To hand him on. 
Where many a patriot-name on high 

And hero shone. 

DUAN 



* Barskimming, the seat of the late Lord Justioe-Clerk, (Sir 
Thomas Miller of Glenlee, afterwards President of the Courf 
of Session). 

t Catrine, the seat of the late Doctor, and present Pro- 
fessor Stewart. 

X Colonel Fnllarton. 



toa 



DUAN SECOND. 



With rnuni^^deep, astonisb'd stare* 
1 view'd the heav'nly-seeniingyair ; 
A ^vbisp'ring throb did witness bear 

Of kindred sweet, 
When with an elder sister's air 

She did me greet. 



' All hail \ mj own inspired bard f 
' In me thy natire muse regard f 
\ Nor longer mourn thy fate is hard, 

* Thus poorly low ! 
' I come to give thee sncb reward 

* As we bestow. 



^ Know, the great genius of this land 

* Has many a light, aerial band, 

* Who, alt beneath his high command, 

* Harmoniously, 

* As arts or arms they understand, 

* Their labours ply. 



They 



i 
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' They Scotia^ race amoog them ahare ; 
' Some fire the soidier od to dare ; 
' Some rouse the patriot up to bare 

* Corruption's heart : 
^ Some teach the bard, a darling care, 

' The tuneful art. 



' 'Moflg swelling floods of reeking gore, 

* They ardent, kindling spirits po«r ; 

* Or, 'mid the venal senate's roar, 

* They, sightless, stand, 
' To mend the bonest patriot-lore, 

^ And grace the hand. 



' And Mrh^n the bard, or hoary sag^ 
' Charm or instruct the future age, 
' They bind the wild, poetic rage 

* In energy, 

* Or point the inconclupive page 

* full on the eye. 



' Hence Futtarion, the bra?e and yoimg ; 
' Hence Dempst^'n BeaI4Mpired tongue ; 
' Hence sweet harmonious Beattie sui^ 

' His " Minstrel lays ;" 
' Or tore^ with noble ardour stung, 

' The seeptic's bays. 

*To 
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* To lower order&l are assign'd 

* The humbler ranks of Human-kiDd, 
' The rustic Bard, the lab'ring Hind, 

* The Artisan ; 

* All chuse, as various they're inclin'd, 

^ The various man. 



* When yellow waves the heavy grain, 
^ The threat'ning storm some, strongly, rein ; 
* Some teach to meliorate the plain, 

' With tillage-skill ; 
' And some instruct the shepherd-train, 

' Bly the O'er the hill. 



* Some bint the lover's harmless wile; 
' Some grace the maiden's artless smile ; 
' Some sooth the lab'rer's weary toil, 

* For humble gains, 
* And make his cottage-scenes beguile 

\ His cares and pains. 



* Some, bounded to a district-space, 
' Explore at large man's infant race, 

* To mark the embryotic trace 

* Of rustic Bard; 

* And careful note each op'ning grace, 

^ A guide and guard. 



Of 
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* Of these am I—Coila my name; 
' And this district as mine [ claim, 
* Where once the Campbells, chiefs of fam^ 

* Held ruling pow'r : 
^ I mark'd thy embryo tuneful flame, 

* Thy natal hour. 



* With future hope^ I oft would gaze^ 

* Fond, on thy little early ways, 

* Thy rudely caroll'd, chiming phrase, 

' In uncouth rhymes, 

* Fir'd at the simple, artless lays, 

' Of other times. 



^ I saw thee seek the sounding shore, 

* Delighted with the dashing roar ; 

* Or when the north his fleecy store 

* Drove thro' the sky, 

* I saw grim nature's visage hoar 

* Struck thy young eye. 



' Or when the deep green-mantl'd earth . 
' Warm cherish 'd ev'ry flow'ret's birth, 
' And joy and music pouring forth 

* In ev'ry grove, 
' I saw thee eye the gen'ral mirth 

• With boundless love. 

' When 
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* When ripen'd fields, and azure skies, 

* Call'd forth the reaper's rustling noise, 

* I saw thee leave their ev'ning joys, 

* And lonely stalk, 

* To vent thy bosom's swelling rise 

* In pensive walk. 



* When youthful love, warm-blushing, strong, 

* Keen-shivering shot thy nerves along, 

* Those accents, gratrful to thy tongue, 

* Th' a<l9red Name, 

* I taught thee how to pour in song, 

* To soothe thy flam^e. 



* I saw thy pulse's maddening play, 
' Wild send thee pleasure's d^ious way, 

* Misled by Fancy's meteor-ray, 

* By passion driven ; ' 

* But yet the light that led astray 

* Was light from heaven. 



* I taught thy manners-painting .irtirtains, 

* The loves, the ways of simple swains, 

* Till now, o'er all my wide domains 

^ ThT feime extends ; 

* And some, the pridfe of Catlaps plains, 

' Becdme thy friends. 

*Thou 



Ill 

• Thou cMlsi ii9t learn, not cfan I islioW, 

* To paint with ThcM^oh'H landscape-glow ; 

* Or wake the bosom-melting throe, 

* With Shenstane's art ; 

* Or pour with 6ray, die moving flow 

^ Warm on the heart 



• Yet all beneath th' unrivall'd rose, 
' The lowly daisy sweetly blows ; 
* Tho' large the forest's monarch throws 

' His army shade, 
' Yet green the juicy hawthorn grows, 

' Adown the glade. 



* Then never murmur nor repine ; 
^ Strive in thy humble sphere to shine ; 
^ And, trust me, not Potosi's mine, 

* Nor king's regard, 
* Can give a bliss o'ermatching thine, 

* A rustic Sard. 



* To give my counsels all in one, 
^ Thy tuneful flame still careful fan ; 
' Preserve the Dignity of Mauj 

* With soul erect ; 
' And trust, the Universal Plan 

* Will all protect 



And, 
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' And wear thou this' — she solemn said, 
And bound the Holly round my head : 
The polish*d leaves, and berries red, 

Did ruatling play ; 
And, like a passing thought, she fled 

In light away. 
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ADDRESS 



TO THE 



UNCO GUID, 



OR THE 



RIGIDLY RIGHTEOUS, 



My sofiy these maxims "make a rule^ 

And lump them ay thegither; 
The Rigid Righteous is afoolf 

The Rigid Wise anither; 
The cleanest com that eW was dight 

May hae some pyks 6* caff in ; 
So ne*er afelloW'Creature slight 

For random Jits o' daffin. 

SoLOMOnr. — Eccles. ch. vii. ver. 16. 



L 

O YE wha are sae guid yoursel, 

Sae pious and sae holy, 
Ye've nought to do but mark and tell 

Your neebour's fauts and folly I 
rot,^ uu I Whase 
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Whase life is like a weel-gaua milU 

Sapply'd wi' store o' water, 
The heapet happer's ebbing still, 

And still the clap plays clatter. 

II. 

Hear me, ye venerable core, 

As counsel for poor mortals. 
That frequent pass douce Wisdom's door 

For glaikit Folly's portals; 
1, for their thoughtless, careless sakes. 

Would here propone defences. 
Their donsie tricks, their black mistakes, 

Their failings and mischances. 

III. 

Ye see your state wi' theirs compared. 

And shadder at the niffer, 
But cast a moment's fair regard. 

What maks the mighty differ ; 
Discount what scant occasion gave, 

That purity ye pride in, 
And (what's aft mair than a' the lave) 

Your better art o' hiding. 

IV. 

Think, when your castigated pulse 
Gies now and then a wallop. 

What ragings must his veins convulse, 
That still eternal gallop : 



wr 
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Wr wind and tide fair i' your tail. 
Right on ye scud your sea-way ; 

But in the teeth o' baith to sail, 
it maks an unco lee-way. 



See social life, and glee sit down, 

All joyous and unthinking. 
Till, quite transoiugrify'd, they're grown 

Debauchery and drinking: 
O would they stay to calculate 

Th' eternal consequences ; 
Or your more dreaded hell to state, 

D-nination of expenses 4 

VI. 

Ye high, exalted, virtuous dames, 

Ty'd up in godly laces. 
Before ye gie poor frailty names^ 

Suppose a change o' cases ; 
A dear lov'd lad, convenience snug, 

A treacherous inclination — 
But, let me whisper i' your lug, 

YeVe aiblins nae temptation. 

VII. 

Then gently scan your brother man, 

Still gentler sister woman ; 
Tho' they may gang a kennin wrang, 

To step aside is human : 

1 2 One 
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One point must still be greatly dark^ 
The moving why they do it : 

And just as lamely can ye mark> 
How far perhaps they rue it 

VIII. 

Who made the heart, 'tis He alone 

Decidedly can try us, 
He knows each chord — its various tone. 

Each spring— its yanous bias : 
Theq at the balance let's be mute. 

We never can adjust it; 
What's dime we partly may compute, 

But know not what's resisted. 



TAM j 
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TAM SAMSON'S* 



ELEGY. 



Jn hofmt matCi the noblest work of God. 



Pope, 



Has auld Kilmarnock seen the Deil ? 

Or great M'*******t thrawn his heel ! 
Or R*******;j; again grow weel, 

To preach an' read ? 
^ Na^ waar than a'!' cries ilka chiel, 

Tam Sams^n'B dead ! 



Kilmarnock 



. * When this worthy old sportsman went out last muirfowl 
season, he supposed it was to be, in Ossian*s phrase, * the 
last of his fields ;' and expressed an ardent wish to die and be 
buried in the muirs. On this hint the author composed his 
eleg^ and epitaph. 

t A certain preacher, a great fayourite with the million. 
Vide the Ordination, stanza II. 

X Another prencher, an equal fayourite with the few, who 
was at that time ailing. For him also see the Ordination, 
stanza IX« 



Kilmarnock lang may grunt an' grane^ 
An' sigh, an' sab, an' greet her lane. 
An* deed her bairns, man, wife, an' wean, 

In monming weed; 
To death, she's dearly paid the kane. 

Tarn Samson's dead I 



The brethren of the mystic level 
May hing their head in woefu' betel, 
While by their nose the tears will revel. 

Like ony bead ; 
Death's gien the lodge an unco devel^ 

Tarn Samson's dead ! 



When Winter muffles up his cloak. 
And binds the mire like a rock ; 
When to the loughs the curlers flock, 

Wi' gl^esome speed, 
Wha will they station atihe cockf 

Tam Samson's dead? 



He was the king o' a' the core, 
To guard, or draw, or wick a bore, 
Or up the rink like Jehu roar 

In time of need ; 
But now he lags on death's hog-score^ 

Tam Samson's dead ! 

Now 
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Now sale the stately sawmont sail. 
And trouts bedropp'd wi' crimson hail^ 
And eels weel ken'd for soui^e tail, 

And geds for greed, 
Since darii: in death's j^jA-cree/ we wail 

Tarn Samson dead I 



Rejoice ye birring paitricks a'; 
Ye cootie moorcocks, crousely craw ; 
Ye maukins, cock your fud fu' braw, 

Witbouten dread ; 
Yonr mortal <ae is now awa; 

Tarn Samson's dead I 



That woefu' mom be ever monm'd 
Saw him in shootin graith adom'd. 
While pointers roand impatient bum'd, 

Frae couples freed ; 
But, Och ! he gaed and ne'er return'^ ! 

Tam Samson's dead ! 



In vain auld age his body batters ; 
In Tain the gout his ancles fetters ; 
In vain the burns came down like waters. 

An acre braid ! 
Now ev'ry aald wife, greetin, clatters, 

Tam Samson's dead ! 

Owre 
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O wre many a weary hag he limpit. 
An' ay the tither ^hot he thumpit, 
'Till coward death behind hinr jumpit, 

Wi' deadly feide ; 
Npw he proclaims, wi' tout o' trumpet, ! 

Tarn Samson's dead ! I 



When at his heart be felt the dagger. 
He reel'd his wonted bottle-swagger. 
But yet he drew the niprtal trigger 

Wi' weel-aim'd heed ; 
* L — d, five ! ' he cry'd, an' owre did stagger; 

Tarn Samson's dead ! 



Ilk hoary hunter jmourn'd a britber ; 
Ilk sportsman youth bemoan'd a father ; 
Yon auld gray:stane, amang the heather^ 

Marks out his head, 
Whare J^nms has wrote, in rhyming blether. 

Tarn i$famson'$ dead! 



There low he lies, in lasting rest ;;; 
Perhaps upon his inould*ring Jbreast ., 
Some spitefu' muirfowl bigs her nest, 

To hatch an' breed ; 
Alas ! nae mair he'll them molest! 

Xam Samson's dead ! 

When 



121 

When August winds the heather wave. 
And sportsmen wander by yon grave. 
Three volleys let his mem'ry crave 

O* ponther an* lead. 
Till Echo answer frae her cave 

Tarn Samson's dead I 



Heav'n rest his saul, whare'er he be ! 
Is the wish o' mony mae than me ; 
He had twa fauts, or may be three, 

- Yet what reraead ? 
Ae social, honest man want we : 

Tarn Samson's dead ! 



« • 



THE EPITAPH. 

Tam Samson's weel worn clay here lies. 
Ye canting zealots spare him ! 

If honest worth in heaven rise, 
Ye'll mend or ye win near him.* 



PER 



* The above epitaph is inscribed on the old hero's grave- 
stone in the church-yard of Kilmarnock ; he having many 
years after the elegy was written paid the last debt of nature. 
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PER CONTRA, 



•- 



Go» Fame, an* canter like a filly 
Thro' a' the streets an' neuks o* 
Tell ev'ry social, honest billie 

To cease his grievin, 
For yet, unskaith'd by death's gl^ guUie, 

Tarn Samsofis livin* 



The 



* KiUte is a phrase the country-folks sometimes use for 
Kiboaraock. 
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The following Poem will, by many readers, 
be well enough understood ; but for the sake 
of those who are unacquainted with the man- 
ners and traditionsL of the country where the 
0cene is cast, notes are added, to give some 
account of the principal charms and spells of 
that night, so big with prophecy to the peai^antry 
in the west of Scotland . The passion of prying 
into futurity makes a striking part of the history 
of human nature in its rude state, in all ages and 
nations ; and it may be some entertainment to 
a philosophic mind, if any such should honour 
the author with a perusal, to see the remains 
of it among the more unenlightened in our owo. 



HALLOWEEN. 
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HALLOWEEN.* 



Yes ! let the rich deride^ the proud disdain j 
The simple pleasures of the Ipwly train; 
To me more deary congenial to my hearty 
One natvoe charm^ than all the gloss of art. 

Goldsmith. 



I. 

Upon that night, when ifairies light. 
On Cassilis Downansrf dance. 

Or owre the lays, in splendid blaze, 
On sprightly coursers prance ; 



Or 



* Is thought to be a night when witches, deyils, and other 
mischief-making beings, are all abroad on their baneful, mid* 
night errands ; particularly those aerial people, the Fairies, 
are said on that night, to hold a grand anniversary. 

t Certain little, romantic, rocky, green hills, in the neigh- 
bourhood of the ancient seat of the JBarla of Cassilis. 



I 
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Or for Colean the rout is ta'en, 
Beneath the moon's pale beams ; 

There, up the cove,* to stray an' rove 
Amang the rocks and streams 

To sport that night. 



II. 

Amang the bonnie, winding banks 

Where Doan rins, wimplin, clear, 
Where Bi^ucEt ance rul'd the martial ranks^ 

An* shook the Carrick spear. 
Some merry, friendly countra folks. 

Together did convene. 
To hum their nits, an' pou their stocks, 

Aud baud their Halloween 

Fu' blytlie that night 

III. 

The lasses feat, an' cleanly neat, 
Mair braw than when they're fine; 

Their faces blythe, fu' sweetly kythe. 
Hearts leal, an' warm, an' kin' : 



The 



* A noted cavern near Colean*house, called The Cove of 
Colean; which, as Cassilis Downsuis, is famed in country 
story. for being a favourite haunt of fairies.' . 

t The famous family ;df that name; £he a&c^stors of 
Robert, the g;reat deliverer of his country, were Earls of 
Carrick. 
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The lads sae trig, wi' wooer-babs, 

Weel knotted on their garten. 
Some unco blate, an' some wi' gabs. 

Gar lasses' hearts gang startia 

Whiles fast at night. 

IV. 

Then first and foremost, thro' the kail, 

Their stocks^ maun a' be sought ance ; 
They steek thdr een, an' graip an* wale, 

For muckle anes an' straught anes. 
Poor hav'rel Will fell aff the drift. 

An' wander'd thro' the how-kailj 
An' pow't, for want o' better shift, 

A runt was like a sow-tail, 

; Sae bo w't that night. 

V. Then, 



* The first cerepony of Halloween is^ pulling each a stocky 
or plant of kail. They must go out, hand in hand^ with eyes 
shut, and pull the first they meet with : Its being big or little, 
straight or crooked, is prophetic of the size and shape of the 
grand object of all their spells — the husband or wife. If any 
yxrdy or earth, stick to the root, that is tocher j or fortune ; and 
the taste of the custoc, that is, the heart of the stem, is indica- 
tive of the natural temper and disposition. Lastly, the stems^ 
or, to give them their ordinary appelhitton, tlie rutUs^ are 
placed somewhere above the head of the door; and the 
Christian names of the people whom chance brings into die 
house, are, according to the priority dl placing the mmU^ the 
iMunes in question. 
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V. 



Then, straught or crooked, yird or nane^ 

They roar an' cry a* throu'ther ; 
The vera wee things, todlin, rin 

Wr stocks out-owre their shouther ; 
An* gif the custoc's sweet or sour, 

Wi' joctelegs they taste them ; 
Syne coziely, aboon the door, 

Wi' canni care, they've plac'd them 

To lie that night. 

The lasses staw frae 'mang them a* 

To pou their stcdks & com;* 
But Rab slips out, an' jinks about, 

Behint the muckle thorn : 
He grippet Nelly hard an' fast ; 

Loud skirl'd a' the lasses ; 
But her tap-pickle maist was lost, . 

When kiiitlin in the faUse-housef 

Wi' him that night. 

VII. The 



* They go to the barn-yard and pull each, at three seyeral 
times, a stalk of oats. If the third stalk wants the fop- 
pickle, that is, the grain at the top of the stalk, the party in 
question -will coQi^ to the marriage-bed any thing %vt a 
maid. 

t When the com is in a doubtlul Btate, by being too 
green, or wet, the stackbuilder, by means of old timber, &c. 

makes 
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VII. 

The auld guidwife's weel hoordet nits* 

Are round an' round divided, 
An' monie lads and lasses' fates 

Are there that night decided : 
Some kindle, couthie^ side by Bide, 

An' burn thither trimly ; 
Some start awa wi' saucy pride. 

And jump out-owre the chimlie 

Fu' high that night. 

VIII. 

Jean slips in twa wi' tentie e'e ; 

Wha 'twas, she wadna tell ; 
But this is Jocky an' this is me, 

She says in to hersel : 
He bleez'd owre her, an' she owre him, 

As they wad never mair part j 
'Till, fuff ! he started up the lum. 

An' Jean had e'en a sair heart 

To see't that night. 

IX. Poor 



'makes a large apartment in his stack, with an opening in 
the side which is fairest exposed to the wind : this he calls 
a fause-house. 

* Burning the nuts is a famous charm» They name the 
lad and lass to each particular nut, as they lay them in the 
fire, and accordingly n^ they bum quietly togethier, or start 
from beside one another, the course and issue of the court- 
ship will be. 
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IX. 



Poor Willie, wi' his bow-kail runt. 

Was brunt wi' primsie Mallie ; 
An' Mallie, nae doubt, took the drunt. 

To be compar'd to Willie ; 
Mall's nit lap out wi' pridefu' fling, 

An' her ain fit it brunt it ; 
While Willie lap, and swoor hyjingy 

Twas just the way he wanted 

. To be that night. 

X. 

Nell had the fause-house in her min*. 

She pits hersel, an' Rob in ; 
In loving bleeze they sweetly join, 

'Till white in ase they're sobbin ; 
Nell's heart was dancin at the view, 

She whisper'd Rob to leuk for't : 
Rob, stowlins, prie'd her bonie mou; 

Fu' cozie in the neuk for't, 

Unseen that night. 

But Merran sat behint their backs, 

Her thoughts on Andrew Bell ; 
She lea'es them gashin at their cracks, 

And slips out by hersel : 
Vol. III. K She 
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She thro' the yard the nearest taks. 

An' to the kiln she goes then, 
An' darklins grapit for the baak8» 

« 

And in the blui-clue* throws then, 

Right fear*t that night 



XII. 

An' ay she win% an^ ay she swfit, 

I wat she tpade nae jaokin ; 
Till something held \rithin the pat, 

Guid L — d! but she was quakin! 
But whether 'twas the Deil himself. 

Or whether 'twas a bauk-en\ 
Or whether it wasr Andrew Bell, 

She did na wait on talkin 

To spier that night 



Xni. Wee 



* Whoeyer would, with success, try this spell, must 
tftrictly observe these directions : Steal out, all alone, to the 
kUn, and, darkling, throw into the pot a clue of blue yarn; 
wind it in a new clue off the old one; and, towards the latter 
end, something will hoM the thread; demand, Tchahtntdff 
u e. who holds ? an answer will be leturaed^from the kifai* 
pot, by naming the christian and surname of your fiiture 
spouse. 
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XIII. 



Wee Jenny to her GrauRie says, 
' Will ye go wi' oie, gra^oie? 
^ I'll eat tke apple^ at the glass , 

* I gat frae uncle Jobnie :' 
She faff't her pipe wi' sic a lunt, 

In wrath she was sae vap'rin, 
She notic't na, an aizle brunt 
Her braw new worset apron 

Out thfo' that night. 

XIV. 

* Ye little skelpie-Hmmer's fece I 

* How daur you try sic sportin, 
^ As seek the foi^l Thief ony place, 

< Forhimtospaeyourfortupe: 
^ Nae doubt bpt ye ms^y get a sigit I 

' Great cause y^ bae to fear it ; 
' For monie a ane has gotten a fright^ 

* An' liv'd an' di'd deleeret 

\ Qa si^ a night. 

K 2 XV. • Ae 



* T^ke a candle, and go ^lone.to a looking-glass ; eaf; ^n 
apple before it^ and some traditions ^av^ you should comb 
your bair all the time ; th^ face of your copjugal companion, 
to be, will be seen in the glassi as if peeping over yoi^r^ 
s^iould^r. 
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XV. 

* Ae hairst afore the Sherra-moor, ' 

* I mind 't as weePs yestreen, 

* I was a gilpey then, I'm i^ure 

* 1 was na past fyfteen : 

* The simmer had been caiild an' wat, 

* An* stuflF was unco green ; 

* An' ay a rantin kirn we gat, 
"^ And just on Halloween 

' It fell that night 

XVI- 

* Our stibble-rig was Rab M*Graen, 

* A clever,- sturdy fallow: 

* He 's sin gat Eppie Sim wi' wean, 

* That liv'd in Achmacalla : . 

* He gat hemp-seedy* 1 mind it weel, 

' An' he made unco light o't; 

* But monie a day was 2>y Am^e/, 

* He was sae sairly frighted 

• That vera night.* 

XVII. Then 



* Steal outy unperceivedy and sow a handful of hemp- 
BeeA, harrowing it with any thing you can conveniently 
draw after you. Repeat now and then» ' Hemp-seed I saw 

* thee, hemp-seed I saw thee ; and him (pi her) that is to be 

* my tarue-lovey come after me and pou thee/ Look over 

your 



I 



iS$ 



XVII, 

Then up g^t fechtin Jamie Fle6k, 

An' he swoor by his conscience, 
That he could saw hemp-seed a peck ; 

For it was a' but nonsense ; 
The auld guidman raught down the pock, 

An' out a handfu' gied him ; 
Syne bad him slip frae 'mang the folk, 

Sometime when nae ane see'd him, 

An' try 't that night. 

XVIll. 

He marches thro' amang the stacks, 

Tho' he was something sturtin ; 
The graip he for a harrow taks. 

An' haiiirls at his curpin ; 
An' ev'ry now an' then he says, 

* Hemp-seed I saw thee, 
^ An' her that is to be my lass, 

^ Come (after me, and draw thee 

' A^ fast this night.' 

XIX. He 



your left shoulder, and you will see the appearance of the 
person invoked, in the attitude of pulling hemp. Some tra- 
ditions say, * come -after me, and shaw thee/ that is, show 
lihyself ; in which case it simply appears. Others oogtit the 
JHUTKOwing^ and 9ay» ' come ^fter me, and barrow thee/ 
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XIX. 

He \vhistrd up Lbrd Lenox' inarcb> 

To keep bis coarage cheery ; 
Altho' his hair b^^an to arch» 

He \fras sae fley^d an' eerie : 
Till presently he hears a i^ueak/ 

An' then a grane aii' gruntle ; 
He by his shoutber giae a keek. 

An' tumbrd vfi' a isirintle 

Oat<^wr& that night. 

XX. 

He roar'd a horrid murder-shout. 

In dreadfu' desperation ! 
An' young an* auld came rinnin out, 

An' hear the t^ad niettratidii : 
He swoor 'twas hilobin Jean M^Graw^ 

Or crouchie M erran fiumphie, 
'Till, stop ! she trotted thro' tbefn a' ; 

An' wha was it but ^rwnphit 

Asteer that night t 

XXL 

M^ fain wad to the bam gaen, 
To win three wechts o' naething ; * 



r- 



But 



* This charm must likiewise be performed, impercehred^ 
and alone. You go to the bam^ and open hoVti doors, taking 

them 
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But for to meet the ddl her lane, 

She pat but Uttle £stitl^ ia : 
She gies the herd a pickle mt8,- 

An* <wa red cbeekit apples. 
To watch, while for the bam ^he sets. 

In hopes to see Tam Ripples 

That vera night. 

She ttkinn the key wi^ eannie thraw, 

An' owre the threshold ventures ; 
But first on Sawnie gies a. ca' 

Syne bauldly in she enters : 
A rattan rattled up the wa*, 

An* she cried, L — d preserve her ! 
An' rata thro' middan-hole an' a*. 

An' pray'd wi' zeal and fervour. 

Fit' fast that night. 



XXIII. They 



■4»>i»*»»* tm 1 li t t» t ' • • i ^'m * > f 



them off the hmgos, if possible; for there is danger, that the 
being, aboUt to appear, may shut the doors, and do you some 
mischief. Then take that instrument used in winnowing the 
€oni, wliich, in o«ir comttry dialect, we call a wecht; and go 
through aU th^ ajttitudes of letting down com -against the wind. 
Repeat it three times ; and the third time, an i^pparition will 
pass through the bam, in at the windy door, and out at the 
other, having both the %ure in question, and the af^earance 
or retinue, marking the employment or station in life* 
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I 

XXIII. 

They hoy't out Will, wi' sair advice ; 

They hecht him some fine braw ane ; 
It chanc'd the stack he/addom't tktice,* 

Was timmer-propt for thrawin ; 
He taks a swirlie, auld moss-oak, 

For some black, grousome carlin; 
An' loot a winze, an' drew a stroke. 

Till skin in blypes came haurlin 

Aff 's nieves that night 



XXIV. 

A wanton widow Leezie was, 

As canty as a kittlen ; 
But, Och I that night, amang the shaw^. 

She got a fearfu' siettlin ! 
She thro' the whins, an' by the cairn, 

An' owre the hill gaed-scrievin, 
Whare three lairds* lands met at a bum;^ 

To dip her left sark-sleeve in, 

Was bent that night. 



XXV. Whyles 



* Take an opportunity of going, unnoticed, to aBear'Haf^, 
and fathom it three times round. The last fathom of the last 
time/ you will catch in your arms the appearance of your 
future conjugal yoke-fellow. 

i* You go out, one or more, for this is a social spelt, to a* 
south running spring or rivulet, where ' three tairds* lands 

meet,' 



i 
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XXV. 

Whyles owre a linn the burnie plays. 

As thro' the glen it ^rimpl't ; 
Whyles round a rocky scar it strays ; 

Whyles in a wiel it dimpl't ; 
Whyles glitter'd to the nightly rays, 

Wi* bickering, dancing dazzle; 
Whyles cookit underneath the braes, 

Below the spreading hazle. 

Unseen that night. 

XXVI. 

Amang the brachens, on the brae, 

Betweeu her an' the moon. 
The deil, or else an outler quey, 

Gat up an' gae a croon : 
Poor Leezie's heart inaist lap the hool ; 

Near lavVock-height she jiimpit. 
But mist a fit, an' in the pool 

Out-owre the lugs she plumpit, 

Wi' a plunge that night. 



XXVII. In 



meet/ and dip your left shirt sleeve. 60 to bed in sight of a 
fir^y and hang your wet sleeve before it to dry. lie awake ; 
BXki, some time near nddnight, an apparition, having the exact 
figure of the grand object in question, will come and turn the 
sleeve, as if to dry the oHier side of it. 
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XXVI L 

Id order^ on the clean liearthnstane^ 

The luggies three* are ranged, 
And ev'ry time great care is ta'en, 

To see them dnly changed : 
Auld uncle John, wha wedlock's joys 

Sin Mar^s-year did desire, 
Because he gat the toom-dish thrice. 

He heaVd them on the fire 

In wrath that night 



XXVIIL 

Wr merry sangs, an' friendly cracks, 

I wat they did na weary ; 
An' unco tales, an' funnie jokes. 

Their sports were cheap an' cheery ; 



TTiU 



* Taike three dishes ; put clean water in one, foul water in 
another, leave the third empty : blindfold a person and lead 
him to the hearth where the dishes are ranged ; he (or she) dips 
the left hand : if by chance in the eleaa water, the future hus- 
band or wife wiS come to the bar of matrimony a maid ; if in 
4be fold, a widow ; if in the empty dish, it foretels, with e^ual 
certainty, no marriage at all. It is r4@peat£d three times« and 
every time the arrangament of the dishes is alteredi 
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Till buttered so*ns/^ m' fragrant lunt, 

Set a* their gabs a-steerin ; 
Syne, wi' a social glass o' stront. 

They parted aff careerin 

Fu' blythe that night 



THB 



* Sbwensy ^mth butter instead of mHk to diem, is always 
the Halloween Supper, 
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THE 

AULD FARMER'S 

NEW YEAR MORNING SALUTATION 

TO HIS 

AULD MARE MAGGIE, 

On giving her the accustomed ripp of com to 

hansel in the new year. 



A Guid New-year I wish thee, Maggie I 
Hae, there's a ripp to thy auld baggie : 
Tho' thou's howe-backit, now, an' knaggie, 

IVe seen the day, 
Thou could hae gaen like onie staggie 

Out-owre the lay. 



Tho" 



141 

Tho'now thou's dowie» stiff, an' crazy, 
An' thy auld hide's as white's a daisy, 
]Ve seen thee dappl% sleek, and glaizie, 

A bonny gray: 
He should been tight that daur't to raize thee« 

A nee in a day. 



Thou anCe was i' the foremost rank, 
AjflUy buirdly, steeve, an' swank, 
An' set weel down a shapely shank. 

As e'er tread yird ; 
An' could hae flown out-owre a stank, 

Like ony bird. 



It's now some nine-an'-twenty year, 
Sin' thou was my guid father's meere ; 
He gied me thee, o' tocher clear, 

An' fifty mark ; 
Tho' it was sma', 'twas weel- won gear. 

An' thou was stark. 



When first I gaed to woo my Jenny ^ 
Ye then was trottin wi' your minnie : 
Tho' ye was trickie, slee, an' funnie. 

Ye ne'er was donsie ; 
But haipely, tawie, quiet, an' cannie. 

An' uncd sonsie. 

That 
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That day, ye pranc'd wi* muckle pridej^ 
When ye bare bame my boony bride f 
An' sweet and gracefu' she did ride, 

Wi' maiden air ! 
Kyle Stewart I could bragged wide. 

For sic a pair. 



Tho' now ye dow but boyte and bobble. 
An' wintle like a satiroont-coble, 
That day ye was a jinker noble. 

For heels an' win' I 
An' ran them till they a' did wauble, 

Far, far behin'. 



When thou an' 1 were young an' skeigb, 
An' stable-meals at fairs were dreigb, 
How thou wad prance, an' snore, ap' skreigh^ 

• ' * * « 

An' tak the road! 
Town's bodies ran, au' stood abejgh. 

An' ca't thee mad. 



When thou was comX aa' I w»s roellowy 

We took the road ay like a swallow ; . 

At JBrooses thou had ne'er a fellow. 

For pith an' speed ; 

But ev'ry tail thou pay 't them hollo w> 

Whare'CT thou ^aed. 

The 
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The 8ina;, droop-rumpL't, huDter; cattle^ - 
Might aibliiis waur't thee for a brattle ; 
But s^LX Scotdi miles thou try't their mettle, 

An'^gar't them whaizle. 
Nae whip jxbr spiUr, but just a wattle . 

,0' saugh or hazle. 



Thou ;wa8 a noble^fie-fait^ 
As e'er ii^ tug or tow was drawn t 
Aft thee an' I, in aught hours gami« 

In guid March-weather, 
Hae turp'd sax rood beside our faanV 

For days thegither. 



Thou never braindg't, an' fech't, an' flisktt. 
But thy auld tail thou wad hae whiskit. 
An' spread abreed thy weel-fiU'd brisket, 

Wi' pith and pow'r, 
Till spritty knowes wad rair't and risket, 

. An* slypet owr^. 



Whien frosts lay Jang, an' snaws were deep. 
An' thr^ten'd labor back to keep^ 
I gied thy tvgK wee-bit heap 

Abopn fhe timmer ; 
I ken'd my Jfoyg^'e wadiia.sleep ... 

For that, or simmer* 

In 
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In cart or car thou never reestit ; 
The steyest brae thou wad hae fac't it ; 
Thou never lap, and sten't, and breastit. 

Then stood to blaw ; 
But just thy step a wee thing hastit. 

Thou snoov't awa. 



My pleugh is now thy bairn^ime a'; 
Four gallant brutes as e'er did draw ; 
Forbye sax raae, I've sell't awa. 

That thou hast nurst : 
They drew me thretteien pund an' twa, 

The vera warst. 



Monie a sair daurk we twa hae wrought^ 
An' wi' the weary warl' fought ! 
An' monie an anxious day/ 1 thought ^ 

We wad be beat ! 
Yet here to crazy age we're brought, 

Wi* something yet 



And think na, my auld, trusty servant 
That now perhaps thou's less deservin. 
An' thy auld days may end in starvin„ 

For ray last ybw, 
A heapit stimpart^ I'll reserve ane 

Laid by for you. 

We've 
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We've worn to crazy years thegither ; 
We'll toyte aboat wi' ane anither ; 
Wr tentie care I'll flit thy tether. 

To some hain'd r g, 
Whare ye may nobly rax your leather, 

Wi' sma' fatigae. 



I 



» f 



<• 



Vol; in. 



TO 



14a 



« 



TO 



A MOUSE, 



On tupning her up in her Nest with the Plough^ 

November J 1785. 



Wee, sleekit, cow'rin, timVous beastie, 
O, what a panic's in thy breastie! 
Thou need na start awa sae hasty, 

Wi' bickering brattle ! 
I wad be laith to rin an' chase thee, 

Wi' murd'ring pattU t 



I'm truly sorry man's dominion 
Has broken nature's social union. 
An' justifies that ill opinion, 

Which maks thee startle 
At me, thy poor earth-born companion, 

An' fellow-mortal J 

I doulit 



I doubt ua, whyles, bdt tfiou miy thieV6 ; 
What then ? poof beasfte, tb6tf maulD fiVe ! 
A daimen idltef iti a thrave 

^ i sma' request : 
I'll get a blesehl fiC th^ lave, 

And net^r miss't ! 



Thy wee bit kMsii, ttft, in *tihi! 
Its silly wa's the Wms ai'e strfeWin ! 
An' naething, now, to big a tte\i^ iti6, 

O* (o^g^'e green ! 
An' bleak December's winds etfsuict, 

Baitfa snell and keen ! 



Thou saw the fields laid bare an' waste, 
An' weary winter comin fest. 
An' cozie here, beneath the blast, 

Thou thought to dwell, 
'Till, crash ! the cruel coulter past 

Out thro' thy cell. 



That wee bit heap o' leaves an' stibble. 
Has cost thee mony a weary nibble ! 
Now thou's turn'd out, for a' thy trouble. 

But house or bald. 
To thole the winter's sleety dribble. 

An' cranreuch cauld ! 

l3 But 
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But, Mousie, thou art no thy kne. 
In proving/or^^^A^ may be vain : 
The best laid schemes o' mice an' men. 

Gang aft a-gley. 
An' lea'e us nought but gri^. and pain» 

For iH*omis'd joy. 



Still thou art blest, compar'd-wi'^m^/ 
The present only toucheth thee : 
But, Och ! I backward cast my e'e, 

On prospects drear I 
An' forward, tho' I canna see, 

I gviesf aa'Jear. 



A WINTER 
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WINTER NIGHT. 



Poor naked wretches^ wheresoever you are, 
That bide the pelting of this pithless storm ! 
How shall your houseless heads , and unfed sides, 
Tour looped dnd windowed raggedn'ess, defend you. 
From seasons such as these .« 



When biting B^reas^ fell and doure, 
Sharp shivers >thFo' the leafless bow'r.; 
^^ea Ph4ehu8,^eB a short-liv'd glower 

Far south the lift^ 
Dim-dark'ning thro' the flaky sbow'r, . 

Or whirling drift : 



Ae 



Ae night the storm the steeples rocked. 
Poor labour sweet in sleep was locked. 
While bums, wi' snawy wreeths up-choked. 

Wild-eddying swirl. 
Or thro' the mining outlet booked, 

Down headlong hurl. 



Listening, the doors an' winnocks rattle, 
I thought me on the ourie cattle. 
Or silly sheep, wba bide this brattle 

O' winter war, 
And thro' the drift, deep-lairing sprattle. 

Beneath a scar. 



Ilk happing bir<J, weg,, ^^elp^es8 i^luq^, 
That, in the merry moqitltus p' spripg, 
Delig^hted m^ tO hear thee sing, 

What comes o' thee ? 
Whare wilt thou cow'r thy chittering wing, 

An' close thy e'e ? 



£y'n you o» murd'rifig ^irraodn iMfd, 
Lone from your savage hoiafies ?xil'<i 
The bloodrstain'd roost, wd sh^ptdote apoil'd 

My heart foi^ets. 
While pity l^ss the teitipest wild 

Sope on you beats. 

Now 
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Now Pkeebe; in her midnight reign, 
Dark muffl'd, view'd the dreary plain ; 
Stiil crowding thoughts, ia pensive iratn, 

Rose m my soul, 
When on my ear this plaintive strain^ 

Slow, solemn, stole — 

* Blow, blow, ye Winds, with heavier gust ! 

* And freeze, thou bitter-bitiug frost f 

* Descend, ye chilly', smothering snows ! 

^ Not all your rage, as now united, shows 
' More hard unkindness, unrelenting, 

* Vengeflil malice unrepenting, 

' Hian heav'n-illumin'd man on brother man 
bestows ! 

* See stem oppresslon'^s iron grip, 

* Or mad ambition's gory hand, 

' i^ending, like blood-hounds from the slip, 

* Woe, want, and murder o'er a land ! 

* Ev'n in the peaceful rural vale, 

* Truth, weeping, tells the mournful tale, 

* How pamper'd luxury, flatt'ry by her side, 

* Tfie parasite empoisoning her ear, 

' With all the servile wretches in the rear, 
^ Ldtfks o'er proud propwty, extended wide ; 

* And eyes the simple rustic hind, 

* Whose toil upholds^ 'the glitt'ring show, 
^ A creature of another kind, 

* Soffie Coarser substance, nnrefin'd, 

* Plac'd for herlordly use thus far, thus vile, below. 

' Where, 



* Where, where is lore's fond, tender tl^pe, 

* With lordly honoKs lofty brow, 

* The pow'rs you proudly own ? 

^ Is there, beneath, loye's noble name, 

* Can harbour, dark the selfish aim, 

* To bless himself alone ! 

^ Mark maiden-innocence a prey 
' To love-pretending snares^ 

* This boasted honor turns away, 

* Shunning soft pity's rising sway, 

* Regardless of the tears, and unavailing pray Vs! 

* Perhaps, this hour, in mis'ry's squalid ^nest, 

* She strains your infsmt to her joyless breast, 
^ And with .a mother's feara shrinks at the 

rocking blast! 

* Oh ye ! who, sunk in beds of down, > 

* Feel not a want but what yqurselyes^create, 

* Think, for. a moment^ on his wretched fete, 

* Whom friends, and, fortune quite disown! 

* Ill-satisfy 'd keen nature's clam'rous. call, 

* Stretch'4 on his straw he lays himsdf to 

sleep, . . . . 

* While thro' the ragged roof and chiiik:jr wall, 

'Chill o'er his slumbers piles the4riflarh^P' 

* Think on the dungeon's grim CQofine, 

* Where guilt and poor misfortime^ine ! 
^ Guilt, erring man, jpelenting view 1 

* But shall tby legal rage purine ^ 

' The wretch,, alres^dy crushed low * 

* B-y crwel for1;iwe's un.djBseryed blpiy.? [ 

* Affliction's 



1S3 

' Affliction's sons are brothers in distress, 
* A brother to relieve, how exquisite the bliss !' 

I heard nae noair, lor Chanticleer 

Shook off the poutherysnaw. 
And hail'd the morning with a cheer, 

A cottage-rousing craw. 

But deep this truth impressed my mind- 
Thro' all his works abroad, 

The heart benevolent and kind 
The most resembles God. 



I. - 



EPISTLE 



U4 



EPISTLE 



TO 



DAVIE, 



BROTHER POET* 



Jamutry 



I. 

While winds frae aff Ben-Lomond blaw, 
And bar the doors wi' driving snaw, 

And hing us owre the ingle, 
I set me down to pass the time. 
And spin a verse or twa o' rhynie^ 

In hamely westlin jingle. 

• While 



* Damd SUlar, one of the club at Tarbolton, and author 
of a volume of poems in the Scottish dialect* £• 
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While frosty ivinds blaw in the drift, 

Ben to the chimla lug, 
I grudge a wee the great folks' gift. 
That live sae bien au' snug : 
I tent less, and want less 
Their roomy fire*side ; 
Bat banker and canker. 
To see their cursed pride. 



IL 



It 's hardly in a body's poYf^f, 
To keep, at tinaes, frae boing iiK>lir) 

To see how things are sbw'd ; 
How best o' chiels are whiles in want, 
While coofs on countless thousands rant, 

And ken na how to wair't : 
But Davie, lad, ne'er fash your head, 

Tho' we hae little gear, 
We're fit to win our daily bread, 
As lang's we're hale and fier : 

^ M air spier na, nor fear ^ssl'* 
Auld age lie'v mind a leg, 
The last o't, the warat o't, 
Is ooLy but to btg. 

IIL 



■ J * ■ ■ . -U -'t' 



* Ramsay. 
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ill. 

To lie in kilns and barns at e'en - 

When banes are craz'd, and bluid is thinf^ 

Is, doubtless, great distress ! 
Yet then content couM make us blest ; ^ 
£v'n then sometimes M^'d snatch a taste 

Of truest happiness*. 
The honest heart that's free frae a* 

Intended fraud or guile, 
However fortune kick the ba', 
Has ay some cause to smile, 
And mind still, you'll find still, 

A comfort this nae sma' ; 
Nae mair then, we'll. care then, 
Nae farther can we fa'. 



IV. 

What tho', like commoners of air. 
We wander out we know not whwe, * 

But either house or hal' ? 
Yet nature's charms, the hills and woods, ' 
The sweeping vales, and foaming floods, - 

Are free alike to all. 
In days when daisies deck the gronod^ 

Axid blackbirds whistle clear. 
With honest joy our hearts will bound. 

To see the coming year : 

On 
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On braes when we please, then. 

We'll sit and sowth a tune : 
Syne rhyme till't, we'll time.tiU't, 

And sing 't when we hae done. 

V. 

It 's no in titles nor in rank ; 

It 's no in wealth like Lon'on bank, 

To purchase peace and rest ; 
It 's no in makin muckle mair : 
It's no in books ; it 's no in lear, 

To make us truly blest : 
If happiness hae not her seat 
And centre in the breast. , 
We may be wise, or rich, or great, 
But never can be blest : 

Nae treasures, nor pleasures, 

Gould make us happy lang ; 
The heart ay's th^ part ay, ^ 

That makes us right or wrai^g. 

VI. 

§ • 

Think ye, that sic as you ,and J, . 
Wha drudge and drive thro* wet an' dry, 

Wi' never-ceasing toil ; 
Think ye, are we less blest than they, 
Wha scarcely tent us in their way, , 

As hardly worth their while? 

Alas! 



169 

Alas ! how aft ia haughty mood; 
God's creatures they oppfefi^s ! 
Or else, negleCtAng a^ (!bat's gtiid, 
They riot in excess ! 

Baith careless, and fearless 
Of either heav'n or hell ! 
JElsteeming, and deeming 
It a' an idle tale! 



VH. 

Then let us cheerfu' acquiesce ; 
Nor make our scanty pleasures less, 

By pining at our state ; 
And, even should misfortunes come, 
I, here wha sit, hae met ^i' some. 

An 's thankfu' for them yet. 
They gie the wit of age to yoiitfe ; 

They let UB keii oui'S6l ; 
They make us see the ticked tftit% 
The teat guid and ill. 
Tho' losses, and crosses. 
Be lessons right severe. 
There's wit there, ye*ll get there, 
Ye'U jSnd liae other where. 



VIII. 

But tent me, l}amey ace o^ h^rts t 

(To say aught less wad wrang the Cartes, 



And 
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And flattVy I detest) 
This life has joys for you and I ; 
And joys that riches ne'er could buy : 

A nd joys the rery best 
TTiere's a* the pleasures e^ the heart. 

The lover an' the frien' ; 
Ye hae your Megy your dearest part. 
And I my darling Jean I 
It warms me, it charms me, 
To mention but her name : 
It heats me, it beets me, 
And sets me a' on flame ! 



IX. 



O all ye pow'rs who rule above ! 
O ThoUy whose very self art lave I 
Thau know'st my words sincere ! 
The life-blood streaming thro' my heart, 
Or my more dear immortal part. 

Is not more fondly dear ! 
When heart-corroding care and grie^ 

Deprive my soul of resti 
Her dear idea brings relief 
And solace to my brenst 
Thou Beings AUnMeing, 

O hear my ftrvent pray'r ; 
Still take her, and make her 
Thy most peculiar cave! ^ 

X. 
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.-U 



X. 

All bail, ye tender fedings dear ! 
The smile of love^ the friendly tear. 

The sympathetic glow ! 
Long since, this world's thorny ways 
Had numbered out my weary days, 

Had it not been for you ! 
Fate stilL has blest me with a friend. 

In every care and ill ; 
And oft a more endearing band, 
A tie more tender still. 
It lightens, it brightens 
The tenebrific scene, 
To meet with, and greet with 
My Davie or my Jean. 



XI. 

O, how that name inspires my style ! 
The words come skelpin rank and file, 

Amaist before I ken ! 
The ready measure rins as fine. 
As Phoebus and the famous Nine 

Were glowrin owre my pen. 
My spaviet Pegasvs will limp. 

Till ance he'^ fairl y het ; 
And then he'll hilcb, and stilt,' and jimp, 

An' rin an unco fit : 

But 



J 
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But lest then, the beast theo, 
Should rue this hasty ride, 

I'll light DOW, and dight now 
•His sweaty wizen'd hide. 



r \ 



VOL. III. M THE 



iG2 



THE 



LAMENT, 



OCCASIONED BY THE UNFORTUNATE ISSUE 



OF A 



FRIEND'S AMOUR. 



AUjs ! how ofl does goodness wound itself! 
And sweet Affection prove the spring of woe. 

HOHB. 



I. 

O THOU pale orb, that silent shines. 

While care-untroubled mortals sleep I 
Thou seest a wretch that inly pines. 

And wanders here to wail and weep ! 
With woe I nightly vigils keep, 

Beneath thy wan unwanning beam ; 
And mourn, in lamentation deep. 

How life and love are all a dream^ 



11. 
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II. 



I joyless view thy rays adora ^ 

The faintly-marked distant hill: 
I joyless view thy trembling horn, 

Reflected in the gurgling rill : 
My fondly-fluttering heart, be still ! 

Thou busy powV, Remembrance, cease I 
Ah f.must the agonizing thrill 

For ever bar returning peace ! 



III. 

No idly-feign'd poetic pains, 

My sad, love-lorn lamentings claim; 
No shepherd's pipe — Arcadian strains ; 

No fabled tortures, quaint and tame: 
The plighted faith; the mutual flame; 

The oft attested pow'rs above ; 
The promised Father's tender name; 

These were the pledges of my love ! 



IV. 



Encircled in her clasping arms. 

How have the raptur'd moments flown : 

How have I wish'd for fortune's charms, 
For her d^r sake, and her's alone I 

M 2 And 
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And must 1 think it ! is she gone. 
My secret heart's exulting boast? 

And does she heedless bear my groaD T 
And is she ever, ever lost ? 



V. 



Qb ! can she bear so base a heart. 

So lost to honour, lost to truth. 
As from the fondest lover part. 

The plighted husband of her youth ! 
Alas ! lifers path may ba unsmooth ! 

Her way may lie thro' rough distress ! 
Then, who her pangs and pains will sooth. 

Her sorrows share, and make them less ? 



vr. 



Ye winged hours that o'er us past. 
Enraptured more, the more enjoy'dj^ 

Your dear remembrance in my breast, 
My fondly-treasur'd thoughts employed. 

That breast, how dreary now, and void. 
For her too scanty once of room ! 

Ev'n ev'ry ray of hope destroyed, 

' And not a tvish to gild the gloom ! 



VU. 
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The morn ttiat warns th' approaching day, 

Awakes me up to toil and woe : 
I see the hours in long array, 

That I must suffer, lingering, slow. 
Full many a pang, and many a throe. 

Keen recollection's direful train, 
Must wring my soul, ere Phoebus, low, 

Shall kiss the distant, western main. 

VIII. 

And when mf nightly couch I try, 

Sore-harass'd out with care and grief. 
My toil-beat nerves, and tear-worn eye, 

Keep watchings with the nightly thief: 
Or if I slumber, fancy, chief. 

Reigns haggard-wild, in sore affright : 
Ey'n day, all-bitter, brings relief. 

From such a horror-breathing night. 



IX. 

O ! thou bright queen, who o'er th' expanse, 
Now highest reign'st, with boundless sway ! 

Oft has thy silent-marking glance 
Observed us, fondly-wand'ring, stray ! 

The 
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The time, unheeded, sped away, 

While love's luxurious pulse beat high. 

Beneath thy silver^leaming ray, 
To mark the mutual kindling eye. 



X. 



Oh ! scenes in strong remembrance set ! 

Scenes nevfer, never, to return ! 
Scenes, if in stupor I forget. 

Again I feel, again I burn ! 
From ev'ry joy and pleasure torn. 

Life's weary vale I'll wander thro' ; 
And hopeless, comfortless, I'll mourn 

A Pithless woman's broken vow. 



DESPONDENCY, 
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DESPONDENCY, 



AN 



OPE. 



I: 



Oppressed with grief, oppressed with care, 
A burden more than I can beai 

I sit me down and sigh : 
O life ! thou art a galling load, 
Along a rough, a weary road,, 

To wretches such as I ! 

* • 

Dim 
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Dim backward as [ cast my view, 

What sick'ning scenes appear ! 
What sorrows yet may pierce me thro'. 
Too justly I may fear ! 
Still caring, despairing, 

Must be my bitter doom ; 
My woes here shall close ne'er. 
But with the closing tomb ! 



n. 

Happy, ye sons of busy life, 
Who, equal to the bustling strife. 

No other view regard! 
Ev'n when the wished end» deny'd. 
Yet while the busy means are ply'd. 

They bring their own reward : 
Whilst J, a hope-abandon'd wight. 

Unfitted with an am, 
Meet ev'ry sad returning night. 
And joyless morn the same. 
You, bustling, apd justliug^ 

Forget each grief and pain ; 
1, listless, yet restless, 
Find every prospect vain. 

III. 1 

How blest the Solitary's lot. 
Who, all-forgetting, all-lbrgot, 

Within 
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Within his hvmble cell, 
The cavern wild with tangling roob, 
Sits o'er his newly-gather'd fruits. 

Beside his crystal well ! 
Or, haply, to his ev'ning thought, 

By unfrequented stream, 
The ways of men are distant brought, 
A faint collected dream : 
While praising, and raising 

His thoughts to heav'n on high, 
As wand'ring, meand'ring, 
He views the solemn sky. 



IV. 

Than I, no lonely hermit plac'd 
Where never human footstep trac'd, 

Less fit to play the part ; 
The lucky moment to improve, 
And^W^ to stop, and just to move, 

With self-respecting art : 
But ah ! those pleasures, loves, and joys. 

Which I too keenly taste. 
The Solitary can despise. 
Can want, and yet be blest ! 
He needs not, he heeds not,^ 

Or human love or hate, 
. Whilst I here must cry here. 
At perfidy ingrate ! 



V. Oh! 
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V. 



Oh r enviable, early days. 

When dancmg thoughtless pleasure's maze. 

To care, to guilt unknown ! 
How ill exchanged for riper times. 
To feel the follies, or the crimes; 

Of others, or my own ! 
Ye tiny elves that guiltless sport. 

Like linnets in the bush. 
Ye little know the ills ye court, 
When manhood is your wish 1 
The losses, the crosses. 

That active man engage ! 
The fears all, the tears all, 
Of dim-declining €i^e / 



WINTER* 
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WINTER, 



DIRGE 



I. 

The wintry west extends his blast, 

And hail and rain does blaw ; 
Or, the stormy north sends driving forth 

The blinding sleet and snaw : 
While tumbling brown, the bum comes down. 

And roars frae bank to brae ; 
And bird and beast in covert rest, 

And pass the heartless day. 

II. " The 
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IT. 

" The sweeping blast, the sky overcast,"* 

The joyless winter-day, 
Let others fear, to me more dear 

Than all the pride of May : 
The tempest's howl, it sooths my soul, 

My griefs it seems to join, 
The leafless trees my fancy please. 

Their fate resembles mine ! 

III. 

Thou Pow'r Supreme, whose mighty scheme, 

These woes ot mine fulfil. 
Here, firm, I rest, they must be best, 

Because they are Thtf Will ! 
Then all I want (O, do thou grant 

This one request of mine !) 
Since to enjoy thou dost deny. 

Assist me to resign. 



* Dr. Young. 



THE 



i 
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THE 



COTTER'S 



SATURDAY NIGHT. 



INSCRIBED TO R. AIKIN, ESQ. 



La not ambition Mock their useful toilj ' 

Their homelj/ joys, and desHnjf obsctire y 

Nor grandeur hear, tDtth a disdainful smUe, 
The short but simple anatds of the poor. 

Gbat. 



I. 

♦ 

My IovNA, my honour'd, much respected friend I 
No mercenary bard his homage pays ; 

With honest pride, I scorn each selfish endt 
My dearest meed, a friend's esteem and praise : 

T9 
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To you I sing, in simple Scottish lays, 

The lowly train in Jife's sequestered scene ; 
The native feelings strong, the guileless ways ; 
What Aikin in a cottage would have been ; 
Ah ! tho' his worth unknown, far happier there, I 
ween ! 

11. 

November chill blaws loud wi' angry sugh ; 

The shortening winter-day is near a close ; 
The miry beasts retreating frae the pleugh : 

The black'ning trains o' craws to their repose : 
The toil-worn Cotter frae his labour goes. 

This night his weekly moil is at an end. 
Collects his spades, his mattocks, and his hoes. 

Hoping the mam in ease and rest to spend. 
And weary, o'er the nn^or, his course does hame- 

ward bend, 

III. 

At length his lonely cot appears in view. 

Beneath the shelter of an aged tree ; 
Th' expectant wee-things^ toddlin, stacher thro* 

To meet their Dad, wi' flichterin noise an' glee. 
His wee bit ingle, blinkin bonnily. 

His clean hearth-stane, histhriftie wifie^H smile. 
The lisping infant prattling od his knee. 

Does a' his weary carking cares beguile, 
An' makes him quite forget his labour an' his toil. 

JV. Belyve 
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IV. 



Belyve the elder bairns come drapping in. 

At senrice out, amang the fanners roan': 
Some ca' the pleugh, some herd, sorne tentie rin 

A camiie errand to a neebor town : 
Their eldest hope, their Jenny y woman grown, 

In yonthfu' bloom, love sparkling in her e'e, 
Comes hame, perhaps, to shew a braw new gown« 

Or deposite her sair-won penny-fee. 
To help her parents dear, if they in hardship be. 

V. 

m 

Wi' joy unfeigned brothers and sisters meet, 

An' each for other's weelfare kindly spiers : 
Tlie social hours, swift-wing'd, unnotic'd fleet ; 

Eacb tells the uncos that he sees or hears ; 
The parents, partial, eye their hopeful years ; 

Anticipation forward points the view. 
TTie mother J wi' her needle an' her sheers, 

Gars auld claes look amaist as weers the new; 
mi!^ father mixes a' wi' admonition due. 



VI. 

Their master's an' their mistress's command;, 
The younkers a' are warned to obey ; 

•An* 
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* An' mind their labours wi' an eydent hand, 

* An' ne'er, tho' out o' sight, to jauk or play : 
' An' O \ be sure to fear the Lord alway \ 

' An' mind your duty^ duly, morn an' night ! 
< Lest in temptation's path ye gang astf^y, 
' Implore hw counsel and assisting might : 
^ They never sought in vain that sought the iLOtiD 
aright !' 

yif. 

But, hark ! a rap comes gently to the door; 
Jenny^ wha kens the meaning o' the same, 
Tells how a neebor lad cam o'er the moor. 

To do some errands, and convoy her hame. 
The wily mother sees the conseioos flame 

Sparkle m Jenny's e'e, and flush her cheek. 
With heart-struck anxious csure, inquires his 
name, 
While Je»ny hafflins is afraid to speak ; 
Weel pleas'd the mot&» hears, its nae wild, wortii- 
less rake. 



VIIL 

Wi' kindly welcome Jenny brings him ben ; 

. A strappan youth; he taks the mother's eye ; 
Blythe Jenny sees the visit's no ill-ta'en ; 
, The Mher cracks of horses, pleughs, and kye. 
The youngster's artless heart o'erflows wi' joy. 

But 
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But blate and laitbfa', scarce can weel behave : 
The mother, wi' a woman's wiles, can spy 
W hat makes the y oath sae bashfu' an' sae grave ; 
Weel pleas'd to think her bairn's respected like 
the lave. 

IX. 

O )iappy love ! where love like this is found ! 

O heart-felt raptures ! bliss beyond compare I 
I've paced much this weary mortal rounds 

And sage experience bids me this declare—* 
' If Heaven a draught of heavenly pleasure spare^ 

* One cordial in this melancholy vale, 

* Tis when a youthful,, loving, modest pair, 

* In other's arms breathe out the tender tale, 
' Beneath the milk-tirhite thorn that scents th« 

ev'ning gale/ 

X. 

Is there, in human form, that bears a heart — ' 

A wretch ! a villain I lost to love and truth ! 
That can, with studied, sly, ensnaring art^ 

Betray sweet Jenny's unsuspecting youth ? 
Curse on his perjur'd arts ! dissembling smooth I 

Are honor, virtue, conscience, all exil'd ? 
Is there no pity, no relenting ruth, 

Points to the parents fondling o'er their child ? 
Then paints the rain*d maid, and their distraction 
wild? 

VOL, III. K XI. But 
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But now the supper crowns liidr stinpie board. 

The halesome parritehj chief o' Scotia'n food : 
The soupe their or\\y Hawkie does afford, 

That 'yont the hallan snugly chows her cood : 
The dame brings forth in complimental mood, 

To|^oe thelad, h^ weeMi^in'd kebbuck, fell. 
An* aft he's presty an' aft he ca's it guid ; 

The frugal wifie, garruIouei» will tdl. 
How 'twas a towmond auld, sin' lint was i' the bell 

XIL 

The cheerfu* supper done, wi- swtba^ face, 

They, round the ingle, form a circle wide; 
The sire turns o'er, wi' patriarchal grace. 

The big ha^-Bible^ ance his father's pride : 
His bonnet rev'rently is laid aside. 

His lyart haSets wearing thin an' bare ; 
Those strains that once did sweet in Zion glide, 

He wales a portion with judicious care ; 
And * Let us worsMp Gob ! ' he says, with so- 
lemn air. 

xiir, 

Tbe^ chant their artless notes in simple guise ; 

Thejr tune their hearts^ by far the noblest aim : 
Perhaps Dundee's wild warbling measures rise. 

Or plaintive Martyrs, worthy of the name ; 

Or 
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Or noble Elgin beets the heav'n-ward flame, 

The sweetest far of Scotia's holy lays : 
Compared wi' these, Italian trills are tame ; 
The tickl'd ears no heart-felt raptures raise ; 
Nae unison hae they with our Creator's praise. 

XIV; 

The priest-like father reads the sacred page. 

How Ahram was ihe/riend of God on high ; 
Or, Moses bade eternal warfare wage 

With Amalek's ungracious progeny ; 
Or how the royal bard did groaning lie 

Beneath the stroke of Heaven's avenging ire ; 
Or, Job's pathetic plaint, and wailing cry ; 

Or rapt Isaiah's wild, seraphic fi^e ; 
Or other holy seers that tune the sacred lyre* 



XV. 

Perhaps the Christian volume is the theme. 

How guiltless blood for guilty man was shed; 
How JHe^ who bore in Heaven the second name, 

Had not on earth whereon to Tay his head : 
How his first followers and servants sped, 

The precepts sage they wrote to many a land : 
How Ae, who lone in Patmos banished^ . 
Saw in the sun a mighty angel stand ; 
And heard great BaVlon's doom pronounc'd by 
Heav'n's command. 

. m3 XVL Then 
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XVI. 

Then kneeling down, to Heaven's eternal 

King! 

The saint^ the father, and the husband prays : 

Hope * springs exulting on triumphant wing/^ 

That thus they all shall meet in future days : 

There ever bask in uncreated rays, 

No more to sigh, or shed the bitter tear. 
Together hymning their Creator's praise, 
In such society, yet still more dear ; 
While circling time moves round in an eternal 
sphere. 

• 

XVII. 

Compared ii^ith this, how poor Religion's pride, 

In all the pomp of method, and of art, 
When men display to congregations wide, « 

Devotion's ev'ry grace, except the heart I 
The PowW, incens'd, the pageant will desert, 

The pompous strain, the sacerdotal stole ; 
But, haply, in some cottage far apart. 

May hear, well pleas'd, the language of the soul ; 
And in his hook of life the inmates poor enrol. 

XVIII. 

Then homeward all take off their sevVal way; 
The youngling cottagers retire to rest : 

The 
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The parent-pair their secret homage pay, 

And proffer up to Heaven the warm request 
That He^ who stills the raven's clamVous nest. 

And decks the lily fair ia flow'ry pride. . 
Would, in the way his wisdom sees the best, 
For them and for their little ones provide ; 
But, chiefly, in their hearts with grace divine pre- 
side. 

XIX. 

From scenes like these old Scotia's grandeur 
springs. 

That makes her lov'd at home, rever'd abroad : 
Princes and lords are but the breath of kings, 

* An honest man's the noblest work of God ;* 
And certes, in fair virtue's heav'nly road. 

The cottage leaves the palace far behind ; 
What is a lordling's pomp ! a cumbrous load. 

Disguising oft the wretch of human kind. 
Studied in arts of hell, in wickedness refin'd I 



O Scotia/ my dear, my native soil ! 

For whom my warmest wish to Heaven is sent) 
Long may thy hardy sons of rustic toil, 

Be blest with healthy and peace, and sweet 
content ! 

« 

And, 
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And, O! may beayen their simple lives prevei^t 

From Luxury's contagion, weak and Tile J 
Then, howe'er crowns and coronets be rent, 
A virtuous populace may rise the while. 
And stand a wall of fire around their mucfa-lov'd 
IsU. 

XXI. 

O Thou I who pour'd the patriotic tide 
That stream'd thro' WoUace^H undaunted 
heart ; 
Who dar'd to nobly stem tyrannic pride, 
Or nobly die, the second glorious part, 
(The patriot's God^ peculiarly thou art. 

His friend, inspirer, guardian, and reward !) 
O never, never, Scotia*8 realm desert ; 
But still the patriot, and the patriot bard. 
In bright succession raise, her ornament and 
guard I * 



* The remark of an old housekeeper at Dunlop House 
on this poem^ may amuse some readers. Mrs. M'Guistin, 
(for that was the good woaian*a naue) died sone'tiiae 
after her MisisresA, in the fi%-fourth jtsi ol bar aerrice in 
that family^ and, by the lime the Poet waa introduced to 
Mrs. ^Dunlop's acquaintance, had acquired a sort of pre- 
scriptive right to have some attention paid to her feelings 
and peculiarities. 

II 



i 



IBS 

It was observed she did not seem quite convinced of the 
propriety of Mrs. Dunlop*s beings as careful respecting^ ac- 
commodation and entertainment when this new man was 
expected^ as when any of the neighbouring landed gentry 
visited at the House. By way of convincing her of the 
Poet's claim to such attention^ Mrs. Dunlop gave her the 
Cotter's Saturday Night to read. — On returning the book, 
she remarked, '* Gentlemen and Ladies may .think mickle 
** o' this ; but for me it's naething but what I saw i' my 
^' father's house evevyi day,, aqd I dfciAa see. how he could 
'' hae tell't it ony itfaer way." 



MAN 
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MAN 



WAS MADE TO MOURN: 



DIRGE. 



I. 

When chill November's surly blast 

Made fields and forests bare, 
One evening, as I wauder'd forth, 

Along the banks of Ayr^ 
I spy'd a man, whose aged step 

Seem'd weary, worn with care ; 
His face was furrow'd o er with years, 

And hoary was his hair. 



•J-N 



II. 
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II. 

Young stranger, whither wand'rest thou? ^,^ 

B^an the revVend sage ; 
Does thirst of wealth thy step constrain, 

Or youthful pleasure's rage ? 
Or haply, prest with cares and woes, 

Too soon thou hast began 
To wander forth, with me, to mourn 

The miseries of man. 



III. 

The sun that overhangs yon moors. 

Out-spreading far and. wide. 
Where hundreds labour to support 

A haughty lordling's pride ; 
I've seen yon weary winter-sun 

Twice forty times return ; 
And ev'ry timie has added proofs. 

That man was made tp mourn. 



IV. 



O man ! while in thy early years, 

How prodigal of time I 
Mis-spending all thy precious hours, 

Thy glorious youthful prime ! 

Alternate 
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Alternate follies take the sway ; 

Licentious passions bum ; 
Which tenfold force gives nature's law. 

That man was madd to mown. 



V. 

Look not atone on youthfful prime^ 

Or manhood's active might ; 
Man then is useful to his kind, 

Supported is his right : 
But see him on the ei^ of life, 

With cares and sorrows worn, 
Then age and wsnt. Oh I iU^matdi'd pair; 

Show man was made to iiu>unr. 
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A few seem fovmirites ^f fttte, 

In pleasura' s^ la{r carest ; 
Yet, think not all the rich and great 

Are likewise truly blest. 
But, Oh ! what crowds 4n evVy land. 

Are wretched and forlorn : 
Thro' weary life this lesson learn. 

That man was made to mourn; 



Vli 
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VII. 

» 

Many and sharp tbe nutn'fons ills 

Inwoven with our frame ! 
More pointed still we make onrselves, 

Regret^ remorse, and shame ! 
And man, whose heav'n-erected face 

The smiles of love adorn, 
Man's inhumanity to man 

Makes countless thousands mourn ! 



YIIL 

See yonder poor, o'erlabour'd wight, 

So abject, mean, and vile. 
Who begs a brother of the earth 

To give him leave to toil ; 
And see his lordXj fellow-warni 

The poor petition spurn, 
Unmindful, tho' a weeping wife 

And hcilpless offspring mourn. 



IX. 



If I'm design'd yon lordling's slav 
By Nature's law design'd. 

Why was an independent wish 
E'er planted in my mind ? 



If 
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t{ not, why am I subject to 

His cruelty or scorn ? 
Or why has man .the will aud po.w'r 

To make his fellow mourn ? 

X. 

Yet, let not this too much, my son^ 

Disturb thy youthful breast : 
This partial view of human-kind 

Is surely not the kist I 
The poor, oppressed, honest man. 

Had never, sure, been born, 
Had there not been some recompense 

To comfort those that mourn ! 



XI. 

O Death ! the poor man's dearest friend. 

The kindest and the best ! 
\Velcome the hour my aged limbs 

Are laid with thee at rest ! 
The great, the wealthy, fear thy blotv. 

From pomp and pleasure torn ; 
But, Oh ! a blest relief to those 

That weary-laden mourn ! 



A PRAYER 
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PRAYER 



IN THE 



PROSPECT OF DEATH. 



I. 

O THOU unknown^ Almighty Cause 

Of all my hope and fear ! 
In whose dread presence, ere an hour, 

Perhaps I must appear ! 

If I hare wander'd in those paths 

Of life I ought to shun ; 
As something, loudly, in my breast, 

Remonstrates I have done ; 

III. 



ItN) 



III. 

Thou know'st that thou hast formed me. 
With passions wild and strong ; 

And list'ning to their witching yoice 
Has often led me wrong. 

IV. 

Where human weakness has come short, 

Or frailty stept aside, 
Do thou, AUrGood! for such thou art. 

In shades of darkness hide. 

V. 

Where with intention I have err'd, 

No other plea I have. 
But, Thau art good ; and goodness still 

Delighteth to forgive. 



STANZAS 
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STANZAS 



ON THE 



SAME OCCASION. 



AVhy am I loth to leave this earthly scene ! 

Have I so found it full of pleasing charms ? 
Some drops of joy with draughts of ill between : 

Some gleams of sunshine 'raid renewing 
storms : 
Is it departing pangs my soul alarms ? 

Or death's unlovely, dreary, dark abode ? 
For guilt, for guilt, my terrors are in arms ; 

I tremble to approach an angry God, 
And justly smart beneath his sin-avenging rod. 

Fain 
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Fain would I say, * Forgive my foul offence !' 

Fain promise never more to disobey ; 
But, should my Author health again dispense, 

Again I might desert fair virtue's way : 
Again in folly's path might go astray ; 

Again exalt the brute and sink the man ; 
Then how should I for heavenly mercy pray. 

Who act so counter heavenly mercy's plan ? 
Who sin so oft have mourn'd, yet to temptation 
ran? 

O Thou, great Governor of all below! 

If I may dare a lifted eye to Thee, 
Thy nod can make the tempest cease to blow. 

Or still the tumult of the raging sea : 
With that controling pow'r assist ev'n me. 

Those headlong furious passions to confine ; 
For all unfit I feel my powVs to be. 

To rule their torrent in th' allowed line ; 
O, aid me with thy help. Omnipotence Divine I 



LYING 



Ids 



LYING 

AT A REVEREND FRIEND'S HOUSE ONE NIGHT, 
THE AUTHOR LEFT THE FOLLOWING 



VERSES, 



IN THE ROOM WHERE HE SLEPT. 



I. 

O THOU dread PowV, who reign'st above ! 

I know tfaou wilt ine hear : 
When for this scene of peace and loye, 

I make my pray'r sincere. 

VOL. III. o 
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II. 



The hoary sire — the mortal stroke^ 
Longy long, be pleas'd to spare ; 

To bless his little filial flock. 
And show what good men are. 

■ 

IIL 

She, who her lovely offspring eyes 
With tender hopes and fears, 

O, bless her with a mother's joys. 
But spare a mother's tears ! 



IV. 



Thdr hope, their stay, their darling youth, 
In manhood's dawning blush ; 

Bless him, thou God of love and truth, 
Up to a parent's wish ! 



V. 



The beauteous, seraph sister-band, 

With earnest tears I pray. 
Thou know'st the snares on ev'ry hand, 

Guide thou their steps alway. 



VI. 



;^ ■^'^• 



ids 
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When soon or late they reach that coast. 
O'er life's rough ocean driv'n, 

May they rejoice, no wand'rer lost, 
A family in Hear'n ! 



O 2 THE 
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THE 



FIRST PSALM. 



The man, in life wherever plac'd. 

Hath happiness in store, 
Who walks not in the wicked's way. 

Nor learns their guilty lore ! 

Nor from the seat of scornful pride 
Casts forth his eyes abroad, 

But with humility and awe 
Still walks before his God. 

That man shall flourish like the trees^ 
Which by the streamlets grow ; 

The fruitful top is spread on high. 
And firm the root below. 



Bat 
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But he whose blossom buds in guilt 
Shall to the ground be cast, 

And, like the rootless stubble tost, 
Before the sweeping blast. 

For why ? that God the good adore 
Hath giv'n them peace and rest, 

But hath decreed that wicked men 
Shall ne'er be truly blest. 



A PRAYER, 
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PRAYER, 



UNDER THE PRESSURE OF 



VIOLENT ANGUISH, 



O THOU Great Being ! what thou art 

Surpasses me to know : 
Yet sure I am, that known to thee 

Are all thy works below. 

Thy creature here before thee stands. 
All wretched and distrest ; 

Yet sure those ills that wring my soul 
Obey thy high behest. 



Sure 
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Sure thou. Almighty, canst not act 

From cruelty or wrath ! 
O, free my weary eyes from tears^ 

Or close them fast in death ! 

But if I must afflicted be, 
To suit some wise design ; 

Then man my soul with firm resolves, 
To bear and not repine I 



THE 



«w 



THE 



FIRST SIX VERSES 



OF T0£ 



NINETIETH PSALM. 



O THOU, the first, the greatest friend 

Of all the human race ! 
Whose strong right hand has ever been 

Their stay and dwelling place ! 

Before the mountains heav'd their heads 

Beneath thy forming hand, 
Before this pond'rous globe itself, 

Arose at thy command ; 

That pow'r which rais'd and still upholds 

This universal frame, 
From countless, unbanning time 

Was ever still the same. 



Those 
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Those mighty peidods of years 

Which seem to us so vast, 
Appear no more before thy sight 

Than yesterday that's past. 

Thou-piv'$t t\i^ woid: Tlry cirGatarei man, 

Is to existence brought ; 
Again thou say'st, * Ye sons of men, 

* Return ye into nought!' 

Thou layest them, with all their cares, 

[n everlasting sleep ; 
As with a flood thou tak'st them off 

With overwhelming sweep. 

They flourish like the morning flowV, 

In beauty's p^de array'd ; 
But long ei^.uighi cut down, it Mes • 

All wither'd and dccay'd. 



TO 
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TO 



A MOUNTAIN DAISY, 



ON 



TURNING ONE DOWN WITH THE PLOUGH, 



InJprily 1786, 



Wee, modest, crimson-tipped flowV, 
Thou's met me in an evil honr ; 
For I maun crush amang the stoure 

Thy slender stem % 
To spare thee now is past my pow'r. 

Thou bonnie gem. 



Alas ! its no thy neebor sweet, 
The bonnie Lark^ companion meet. 
Bending thee 'mang the dewy weet ; 

Wi* speckrd breast. 
When upward-springing, blythe, to greet 

The purpling east 

Cauld i 
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Cauld blew the bitter-biting north 
tFpon thy early, humble, birth ; 
Yet cheerfully thou glinted forth 

Amid the storm, 
Scarce rear'd ^abore the parent earth 

Thy tender form, 



The flaunting flow'rs our gardens yield, 
High sheltering woods and wa's maun. shield ; 
Bat thou beneath the random bield 

O' clod or stane. 
Adorns the histie stihhle-Jietd, 

Unseen, alane. 



There, in thy scanty mantle clad. 
Thy snawie bosom sun-ward spread, 
Thou lifts thy unassuming head 

In humble guise ; 
But now the share uptears thy bed. 

And low thou lies ! 



Such is the fate of artless Maid, 
Svre^tjlaw'ret of the rural shade f 
By love's simplicity betray'd. 

And guileless trust, 
'Till she, like thee, all soil'd, is laid 

Low i' the dust. 

Such 
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Such is the fiite of siii^ile Bard» 
On life's rough ooean luckless starr'd I 
Unskilful he to note the card 

Oiprmdent lore, 
Till billows rage^ and gales Uow hard. 

And whelm him o'er ! 



Such i^e to S9fjfferi»g wortk la. giv'n^ .. 
Who. t<mg with want9 and woes has striv'n. 
By human prid^i OX cunning diiy'n 

To mis'ity's brink, 
Till wrench'd of evVy slay bnt Meav'n, 

\, ruia'd, sink ! 



Ev'n thou ii^ho tipuim'st the Daisy's &te^ 
That fate ia |A^-^ao distant dato ; 
Stern Rnin's pl^ugA-share driy^i eliate^ 

JFuU. on thy bloom, 
Till crush'd. beneaitti the furrow'3 weight, . 

Shall be thy doom ! 



TO 



J 
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TO 



RUIN* 



All hail ! ine:]torable lord'! 

At whose destruction-breathiog word. 

The mightiest empires fall ! 
Thy cruel, woe-delighted train. 
The ministers of grief and pain, 

A snllen welcome, all ! 
With stem-resolv'd, despairing eye, 

I see each aimed dart ; 
For one has cut my dearest tye, 
And quivers in my heart. 
Then lowering, and pouring, 

The storm no more I dread ; 
Tho' tbick'ning and black'ning. 
Round my devoted head. 



II. 
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II. 



And thou grim pow'r, by life abhorr'd. 
While life a pleasure can afford. 

Oh ! hear a wretch's pray'r ! 
No more T shrink appall'd, afraid ; 
I court, I b^ thy friendly aid, 
To close this scene of care ! 
When shall my soul, in silent peaces 

Resign life 8 joyless day ; 
My weary heart its throbbings cease. 
Cold mould'ring in the clay ? 
No fear more, no tear more. 
To stain my lifeless face ; 
Enclasped, and grasped 
Within thy cold embrace I 



TO 



J 



wit 



TO 



MISS LOGAN, 



WITH 



BEATTIE'S POEMS 



A$ a New Ytm't Oifi, Jan. 1, 1787. 



Again the silent wheels of time 
Their annual round have driv'n. 

And you, tho' scarce in maiden prime, 
Are so much nearer Heav'n. 

JNo ^fts have I from iDdian coasts 

The iDfaDt year to hail ; 
I send you more than India boasts 

In JSdtrtVs simple tale. 



Our 



Our sex with guile and faithless love 
Is cbarg'd, perhaps, too true ; 

But may, dear maid, each lover prove 
An Edwin still to you ! 



EPISTLE 
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EPISTLE 



TO 



A YOUNG FRIEND. 



Miy — ^ ITWI. 



1. 



I LANG hae thought, my youthfa' friend, 

A something to have sent yon, 
Tho' it should serve nae other end 

Than just a kind memento ; 
But how the sab|ect-theiiie taky g&ng, 

Let time and chance determine ; ^ 
Perhaps it may turn out a sang. 

Perhaps turn out a sertnon. \ 

VOL. in. P ' II. 



210 

II. 

Yell try the world soon, mjr lad. 

And, Andrew dear, believe me, 
Ye'll find mankind an unco squad. 

And muekle they may grieve ye : 
For care and trouble set your thought, 

Ev'n when your end's attained ; 
And a' your views may come to nought. 

Where evVy nerve is strained. 

III. 

I'll no say, men are villains a^ 

The real, harden'd wicjced^ 
Wha hae nae check but human law. 

Are to a few restricked : 
But, och ! mankind are unco weak. 

An' little to be trusted ; 
If ^e^ the wavering balance shake. 

It 's rarely right adjusted ! 



* 

1 



IV. 



» 9 



Yet they wha fa' ia^ fnrl^mie's. s|iif^ 
Their fate we should na censure, 

For still th' importimt^ejtkd of life, 
They equally m^y answ« ; 



A man 



I 



au 



A man may hae an honest heart, 
Tho' poortith hourly' stare him ; 

A man maytak.a n^boi^'s pfurt, 
Yet hae nae cash tft spj^Q bin;. 



V. 

» 

Ay free, aff han' yonf story tellv 

When wi* a bosom crony ; 
But still keep something to yoursel 

Ye scarcely tell to ony. 
Conceal yoursel as vr^^n ye can 

Frae critical dissection ; 
But keek thro' ev'ry other man, 

Wi* sharpened sly inspection. 



VI. 

* 

The sacred lowe o* weel^pkc'd love, 

Luxuriantly indulge it ; 
But never tempt th* illicit rove^ 

Tho' naething should divulge it : 
I wave the quantum o^y the sin, 

The hazard of concealing ; 
But, och ! it hardehs a* within, 

And petrifies tHe feeling ! 



n 
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VII. 



To catch dame Fortone's golden smii^ 

Assiduous wait upon her ; 
And gather gear by ev'ry wile 

That's justified by honor ; 
Not for to bide it in a hedge» 

Nor for a train tttendant ; 
But for the glo|ik>u» prifiiege 

Of bdng indqmidint. 



VIII. 

The fear o' hell's a hangman's whip 

To hand the wretch in order; 
But where ye feel your honor grip. 

Let that ay be your border : 
Its slightest touches, instant pause — 

Debar a' side pretences ; 
And resolutely keep its law^ 

Uncaring consequences. 



IX- 

The great Creator to revere. 

Must sure become the creature f 
But still the preaching cant forbear, ^ 

And ev'n the rigid feature : 

Yet 
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Yet ne'er with wits pro&ne to range, 
Be cottiplaisaiice extended ; 

An Athebfs laugh 's a poor exchange 
For Deity offended ! 



X. 

Wh^i ranting ronnd in pleasure's ring, 

Religion may be blinded ; 
Or if she gie a random stingy 

It may be little minded ; 
But when on life we're tempest-driv'n, 

A conscience but a canker — 
A correspondence fix'd wi' Heav'n, 

Is sure a noble anch&r t 



XL 

Adieu, dear, amiable youth ! 

Your heart can ne'er be wanting I 
May prudence, fortitude, and truth, 

Erect your brow undaunting ! 
In ploughman phrase, ^ God send you speed/ 

Still daily to grow wiser : 
And may you better reck the redCf 

Than ever did th' adviser I 
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I 

4 



OH 



• » * 



A scoTdir 



&ONE TO 



THE WEST- INDIES 



• ) • 



A* YE wha live by soaps o? drink, 
A' ye wha livd by crambo-cHtik/ 
A* ye wha live and never think. 

Gome mourn wi' me ! 
Our biUie^& gien us a' a jink. 

An' owre the sea. 



Lam0Dt 



315 

Lament him a' ye rantin core, 
Wha dearly like a randon^splore, * 
Nae mair he '11 joio tiie» mei^ rgarj 

In social key; 
For now he's taeo anither shore. 

An' owre the sea! 



The bonnie lasi^es weel may wiss him. 
And in their dear petitions plaoe him ; 
The widows, wipes,* an' a' may bless him, 

Wi' tearfu' e'e ; 
For weel I wat thay '11 i^rly miss him 

- 1 T^hs^ \ owre the sea ! 



O Fortune, they hae room to grumble ! 
Hadst thpd taen aff s<Hne dirOvesy' btummlie, 
Wha can do noilg&t Jataft fyke and fumUe, 

! '•-*"*« TwImI been nae plea ; 
But he was gleg i» t>nyf wutnble, 

' :' • '^That^sidVre the sea! 



Auld, cantie Kffh may weepers wear. 
An' stain them wi'tbe |aut«;sattt tear; 
'Twill mak her poor auld heart I fear, 

Inflindt^rs flee; 
He was her lanreat mm&e d year, 

- ofi « • That's owre the »ea ! 



He 



Sid 

He saw iiU8fortuDe*£r cauld lUMr-^eU 
Lang mustoiog up 4 bitter blast ; . 
A jillet brak his hieart at last, 

111 may she be ! 
So, took a birth afore the mast, 

An* owre the sea. 



To tremble under fortune's cummock, 
On scarce a bellyfu' b' drummock, 
Wi' his proud, independent stomach, . 

Could ill agree ; 
So, row't his hurdies in a hammock^ 

An' owre the sea. 



He ne'er was gien to great mifi^uiding. 
Yet coin his pouches wad na bide in ; 
Wi' him it ne'er was ukder Aiding ; 

He dealt it free ; 
The muse was a' that he took pride in. 

That 's owre the sea. 



Jwmica hoiiUj ttse him weel, 
Ajdl hap him in a ooziq biel: : r.. .! ' ' 

Ye'll find him ay a dainty, cfaiel. 

And fouo' glee; 
He wad na wrang'd the ¥era detl^ 

That 's owre the sea. 

Fareweel, 



ftW 



Farewedy my rkjfme-eampMiMg Mttfe / 
Yoar natiye soil was right iil-^llie ; 
But may ye flourish Mice a lily. 

Now bonnilie I 
1*11 toast ye in my Jiindmost gillie^ 

The' owre the sea I 



TO 



/ 
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TO • 



A HAGGIS. 



Fair fa' your honest sonsie face, ^ 

Great chieftain o' the puddin-race ! 
Aboon them a' ye tak your place, 

Painch, tripe, or thairm : 
Weel are ye wordy of a grace 

As lang's my arm. 



The groaning trencher there ye fill, 
Your hurdies like a distant hill. 
Your pin wad help to mend a mill 

In time o' need, 
While thro* your pores the dews distil 

Like amber bead. 
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His knife sbe m^tic labour flight. 
An' cut you up wi' ready sUgfat, 
Trenching your gtishing entrailsi.brig^t 

Like onie ditch ; 
And then, O 49iat a gkirious sighi; 

* ' ^^alrm^reekin, rich ! 



Then horn* for borri they, stretch an' 6tme» 
Deil tak the hindmost,. on they dme, 
Till a' their ^redniiwaU'd kyteff belyve 

A^e^ hent like drums ; 
Then auld guidman^ maist like to rive, 

. BetkaiMt hums. 



Is there that o'er his French ragout^ 
Or olio that wad staw a sow. 
Or fricassee wad mak her spew 

Wi' perfect sconner, 
Looks down wi' sneering, scornfii' view 

On sic a dinner I 



Poor devil ! see him owre his trash. 
As feckless as a withered rash, 
His spindle shank a guid whip-lash, 

His nieve a nit ; 
Thro' bloody flood or field to dash, 

O how unfit ! 



But 
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But mark fhe rustic, haggis^edj 
The trembling earth resounds his trefad, 
Clap in his walie nieve a blade, 

He'll mak it whissle ; 
An' 1^, an' arms, an' heads will sued, 

Like taps o' thristle. 



Ye powVs wha mak mankind your care. 
And dish ihiem out their bill a' fare, 
Auld Scotland wants nae ski^cing ware 

That jaups in luggies ; 
But, if ye wish her gratefii' pra/r, 

rie h^ a Haggis f 



I ' 
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DEDICATION 



e ' 



■T<y 



GAVIN HAMILTON, ESQ. 






£xp£CT na, Sir, in this narration, 
A fleecbin, fleiii'rin dedication» 
To roose you up, an' ca' you guid, 
An' sprung o' great an' noble bluidi 
Because ye're sumam'd like hi$ grace^ 
Perhaps related to the race ; 

Then 



» 

Then when I'm tir-d — and sae are ye^ 
Wi' mony a fulsome, sinfii' lie, 
Set up a face, how I stop short, 
For fear your modesty be hurt. 



This may do — maun do, Sir, wi' them wha 
Maun please the great folk for a wamefou ; 
For me I sae laigh I needna bow. 
For, Lord be thankit, / can plough ; 
And when I downa yoke a naig, 
Then, Lord be thankit, / eon beg ; 
Sae I shall say, an' that 's nae flatt'rin. 
It 's just sic poety an' ^ patron. 



The Poet, some guid angel help him. 
Or else, f feat some ill ane skelp hitn, 
He may do weel for a' h^^s done yet, 
But only he's no just begun yet. 



The Patron, (Sir, ye maun forgie me, 
I winna lie, come what will o' me) 
On eVry hand it will allow'd be. 
He's just — ^nae better than he should foe. 

I readily aiid freety grant. 

He downa see a poor iuan: want ; 

What'K 

■ 

! 

] 
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What '» no fails airi he Winna tak it, 
What ance he says he winna |)reak' it ; 
Ought he can lend he'll po refus 't, 
'Till aft his guidness is abus'd ; 
And rascals whyles that do him Wrang, 
Ev'n that^ he does na mind it lang : 
As master, landlord, husband, father, 
He does na fail his pari in either. 



^ But then, naegthianks to him Ibr a' that ; 
Nae godly symptom yte cant ca' that ; 
It 's naething bilt a mtlder feature/ 
Of our poor, sinfu\ corrupt nature :• 
Ye'U get the best o* moral works, 
'Mang black 'Geilto6s atid pagaii Turks, 
Or hunters wild on Ponotaxif 
Wha neyer heard of orthodoxy. 
That he's th^ pioor iinm's friend in need^ 
The gentlenkm in word and deed, 
It 's no thro' terror ,of d-mn^tion ; 
It 's just a dmal iiseKnation. 



Morality, tboii deadly bane. 
Thy tens o' thousands fhou hast slain ! 
Yain is his hope, whose filtay and trust is 
In moral merCy, tj*ttth, atnd jtfstiee ! 



No— 
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No-^stretch a point to cateli a plack ; 
Abuse a brotiier to )mb liack ; 
Steal thro' a wUmoek frae awb-re^ 
But point the rake that taks the dbor ; 
Be to the poor like onie whnnstane, . 
And hand thdr noses to the gruostane. 
Ply ey'ry art o' legal thiering ; 
No mattef, stick to #oi0n{ fteSemy* 



Learn three-mile pnty'rs» an' hal^nule graces, 
i' weel-spread looves, an' lang wry iaces ; 

Grunt up a soleQin, lengtben'd groan^ 

And damn a' parties but your own ; 

I'll warrant then, ye're nae deceiver^ 

A steady, sturdy, staunch belieTer* 



O ye wha leave the springs of CIs^ 
Fofgundie dub$ of your ain del via ! 
Ye sons of heresy and enror, 
Ye'll some day squeel in quaking, terrol* I 
When Vengeance draws the sword in wratb» 
And in the fire throws the sheath ; 
When Ruin, with his sweeping desom. 
Just frets 'till heav'n commission gies hun: 
While o'er the harp pale Mis'ry moans; ' 
And strikes the ever-deep'ning tones, 
Still louder shrieks, and heavier groans ! 



y 



Your 
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Your pardoD, Sir, for^his d^esdioD, 
I maist (orgsitmjdediedtian; 
But when divinity coines crose me, 
My readers still are sure to lose me* 



So, Sir, ye see 'twas nae daft'Tapour^ 
But I maturely thought it proper. 
When a' my worki^ I did review. 
To dedicate them, Sir, to You: 
Because' (ye need na tak it ill) 
I thought them something like yoursel. 



Then patronize them wi' your favour. 
And your petitioner shall ever-^— 
I bad amaist said, evef^prajf^ 
But that's a word I need na say: 
For prayin I hae little skill o't; 
I'm baith dead-sweer, an' wretched ill o't ; 
But Fse repeat each poor man 's pray'r. 
That kens or hears about you, Sir — 

* May ne'er misfortune's gowling bark, 
' Howl, thro' the dwelling o' the Clerk ! 

* May ne'er his geh'rous, honest heart, 

* For that same gen'rous spirit smart! 

* May Kennedy's far-honour'd name 
^ Lang beet his hymeneal flame, 

VOL. in. Q ' Till 
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' Till Hamiltotis, at least a 

' Are frae their nuptial labcmrs riden : 

* Five bonnie lasses round their table^ 

^ And seven braw feitows^ stout lui' dble 
^ To serve their king and country weel, 

* By word, or pen, or pointed steel ! 

* May health and peace, with mutual rays, 
' Shine on the evenftig o' his days ; 

* Till his wee <?urlie JoJu^'b ier-oe, 

' When ebbing life na6 tniair shall flow, 
' The last, sad, mournful rites bestow/ 



I will not wind a lang conclusion, 
Wi' complimentary ^fllusion : 
But whilst your wishes fifid cfiodeavours 
Are blest with fortune's smiles and £atvou^ 
I am, dear Sir, with zeal most fervent. 
Your much indebted, humble servant. 

But if (which pbw'rs a*b6Ve preVeftft) 
That iron-hearted carl, fTant, 
Attended in his grim advances. 
By sad mistakes arid black mischances. 
While hopes, atid joys, and pleasures fiy faim, 
Make you as poor a dog as I am, 
Your humble sertafit thei^ no more; 
For who would 'humbly serve tlie poor! 

But 
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Bat by a poor maB's hopes in HeaVn ! 

While recollection's pow'r is given, 

If, in the vale of humble life, 

The victim sad of fortune's strife, 

I, thro' the tender gushing tear. 

Should recognize my masttr dear^ 

]f friendless, low, we meet together. 

Then, Sir, your hand — my friend and brother I 



o2 TO 
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TO 



A LOUSE, 



ON SEEING ONE ON A LADY'S BONNET, 



AT CHURCH. 



Ha ! whare ye gaun, ye crowlin ferlie 1 
Your impudence protects you sairiy : 
I canna say but ye strunt rarely, 

O wre gauze and lace ; 
Tho' faith, I fear ye dine but sparely 

On sic dr place. 



Ye ugly, creepin, blastit wonner, 
Detested, shunn'd by saunt an' sinner. 
How dare ye set your fit upon her, 

Sae fine a lady ! 
Gae somewhere else and seek your dinner 

On some poor body. 

Swith, 
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Swith, in some b^gar's h^ffet squattle ; 
There ye may creep, and sprawl, and sprattle 
Wi' ither kindred, jumpin cattle. 

In shoals and nations ; 
Whare horn nor bane ne'er dare unsettle 

^Your thick plantations. 



Now band you there,, ye're out o' sight, 
Below the l&tt'rils, snug.an' tight ; 
Na, faith ye yet! yell no be right 

'Till ye'te got on it, 
The vera tapmost, tow'ring height 

O* Miss's bonnet. 



My sooth ! right bauld ye set your nose out. 
As plump and gray as onie grozet; 
O for some rank, mercurial rozet. 

Or fell, red smeddum, 
I'd gie you Bic a hearty doze o't, 

Wad dress your droddura I 



I wad na been surpris'd to spy 
You on an auld wife^s flainen toy ; 
Or aiblins some bit duddie boy, 

On's wyliecoat ; 
But Miss's fine Lunardi t fie. 

How dare ye do't ! 

Oy Jenny, 
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O, JeM^i dinnft ton yoor head^ 
AiT set yoor beautiefl a' abroad ! 
Ye little ken what cursed speed 

The blastie's makin I 
Thae winla Bad^ngtr-enda^ I dread^ 

Are notice takin I 



O wad som^ powV the giftie gie tis 
To see oursels as others see us! 
It wad frae monie a blunder free us 

And foolish notion : 
What airs in dress an' gait wad lea'e us. 

And ev'n Devotion ! 



ADDRBSS 



*^1 



ADDRESS 



TQ 



EDINBURGH. 



h 

Sdina ! Scotia^B darling seat ! 

All hail thy palaces and tow'rs, 
Where once beneath a monarch's feet 

Sat If^slation's sov'reign pow'rs ! 
From m^lcipg -wfi^lj-ftce^U^fd flov'rs, 

As on the ba|iK« of 4i/r I «llT»y'fJ, 
And singingi iQue, tbe liqg'riqg boups, 

I shelter i« thy lw99i|r'4 nh9^, 



II. 
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II. 



Here wealth still swells the golden tide. 

As busy trade his labour plies ; 
There architecture's noble pride 

Bids elegance and splendor rise ; 
Here justice, from her native skies. 

High wields her balance and her rod ; 
There learning, with his eagle eyes, 

Seeks science in her coy abode. 



III. 

9 

Thy Sons, Edina, social, kind. 

With open arms the stranger hail ; 
Their views enlarg'd, their lib'ral .mind, 

Above the narrow, rural vale ; 
Attentive still to sorrow's wail. 

Or modest merif^s silent claim ; 
And never may their sources ^il ! 

And never envy blot their name I 



iv; 



Thy Daughters bright thy walks* adorn ! 

Gay as the gilded summer sky, 
jSweet as the dewy milk-white thorn, 

Pear as the raptur'd thrill of joy ! 

Fair 
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Fair Burnet strikes th' adoring eye, 
Heav'n's beauties on my fancy shine; 

I see the sire of love on high. 

And own his work indeed divine ! 



V. 

There, watching high the least alarms, 

Thy rough, rude fortress gleams afar ; 
Like some bold vet'ran, gray in arms, 

And mark'd with many a seamy scar : 
The pond'rous wall and massy bar, 

Grim-rising o'er the rugged rock ; 
Have oft withstood assailing war, \ 

And oft repell'd the invader's sbpck. 



VI. 

With awe-struck thonght, and pitying tears^ 

I view that noble, stately dome. 
Where Scotia's kings of other years 

Fam'd heroes, had their royal home : 
Alas, how chang'd the times to come ! 

Their royal name low in the dust! 
Their hapless race wild-wand'ring roam ! 

Tho' rigid law cries out, 'twas just ! 



VIl. 



/ 
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VIL 



Wild beats my heart to trace your steps, 

Whose ancestors, in days of yore, 
Thro' hostile ranks and ruin'd gaps 

Old Scotia'8 bloody lion bore : 
£y'n I who sing in rustic lore. 

Haply mjf sires have left their £rhed. 
And fac'd grim danger's loudest roar. 

Bold-following where your fathers fed I 

VIII. 

Edina ! ScoHa^s darling seat ! 

AH hail thy palaces and tow*rs. 
Where once beneath a monarch's feet 

Sat l^slation's sov'reign pow'rs ! 
From marking wildly-scatter'd flow'rs. 

As on the banks of Ajfr I stray'd. 
And sin^g, lone, the ling'ring hours^ 

I shelter in thy honour'd shade. 



EPISTLE 
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EPISTLE 



TO 



J. liAPRAIK. 



AN OLD SCOTTISH BARD. 



• « 



\ r . *» • r . # 



Apnl lit, 1785. 



While briers an' woodbines budding green, 
An' paitricks scraichin loud at e'ep, 
An' morning poussie whiddin seen, 

Inspire my muse. 
This freedom in an unkmnvn frien' 

I pray excuse. 

On 
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On fasten-een we had a rockin, 
To ca' the crack and weave our stockin ; 
And there was mackle fun an' jokin, 

Ye need na doubt; 
At length we had a hearty yokin 

At Mfig^abauL 



There was ae mnff, amang the rest, 
Aboon them a' it pleas'd me best, 
That some kind husband had addrest 

To some sweet wife : 
It thriU'd the lieart^trings tbfro' the breast^ 

A' to the life. 



I've scarce heard ought describes sae weel. 
What genVouSy manly bosoms feel ; 
Thought I, * Can this be Pope or Steele, 

* Or Beattie's wark r 
They tald me 'twas an odd kind chiel 

About Muirkirk. 



It pat me fidgin-£atin to hear't, . 
And sae about him there I spier't, : 
Then a' that ken't him round dedar'd 

He bad inginej 
That nane excelled it, few cam oear't. 

It was sae fine. 

fi^' That 
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That set him to a pint of ale, 
An' either douce or merry tale^ . 
Or rhymes and sangs he'd made himsd, 

.Or witty catches, 
Tween Inverness and Tiriotdale, 

He had few matches. 



Then up I gat, an' sinrooir an aith, 
Tho' I should pawn my plengh and graith^ 
Or die a cadger pownie's death. 

At some dyke-back, 
A pint an' gill I'd gie th^n baith 

To hear your crack. 



But, first an' foremost, I should tdU, 
Amaist as soon as I could spell, 
I to the €ramb(hjiMgle fell, i 

Tho' rude an' rough. 
Yet crooning to a body's sel. 

Does weel eneugh. 



I am nae/iM^, in. a sense, 
But just a rhymer, like, by chance^ . 
An' hae to learning nae pjretence. 

Yet, what the matter ? 
Whene'er qy muse does on me glance^ 

I jingle at her. 



Your 



23» 

Your critic-folk may cock thdr AMe, 
And say, ' How can yon e'er propose, 
' You wha ken hardly ver$e fine prose, 

' To mak a sang V 
But, by your lea^fes, my learned foes, 

Ye're may be wrang. 



What's a' yeor jargon o' your acb<NiIs, 
Your latin names for horns an' stools; 
If honest natura made yon/aoh, 

What sairs your grammars ? 
Ye'd better taen up spades and lAaols, 

Or knappin-hammers. 



A set 6' dull, conceited hashes, 
Confuse their brains in college dassesf 
They gafig in stirk&, and 4jame mst nc^ses. 

Plain truth to speak ; 
An' syne they think to cirmb PamassUB 

By ditft 10' Greek ! 



6ie me ae spark o' If atnue's A^v 
That 's a' the teaming I «desire ; 
Then thou^ I "irmigc tbio' d«b an' mm 

• Atplengh or cart,* 
My muse,1iM3|i|^ knasly 4n «ttir^ 

Afoy ttuch the heart 



Ofor 



O foriA wp«mk o" AUan'u glee, 
Or FergMsim% the bMdd and riee, 
Or bright Ia)q9paik% my friend to be, 

Ifle»ihit]t! 
That would be lisw 'eMogli for me, 

Ifl could get it. 



Now, Sk*, if ye faae frieudfl enow, 
Tho' real friends, I b^iieTe^ am few» 
Yet, if your catalogue be fou, 

I'se DO insist. 
But gif ye wa&t ae friewd that's iarne^ 

I'm oti your list. 



I winna blaw about rnysd ; 
As ill I like -my fauts to tell ; 
But fiiends au' folk that wish ne weU, 

'Vbey^sometimes roose me ; 
Tho^ I maun own» at9 meme still 

Aa iBLT flfbuse me. 



There's M weefkut !th^ ^vrhiles lay to ^nM, 
I like the lasses^^Gude feirgie une I 
For monie a plyek they *i/rii6edle fri^e >iiie, 

At dsEice or fair ; 
May be sefm^ itfuft tkh^^^y ^e me 

. theff "^fueel can spare. 



But 
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But MauchUne race, Or MoMtehUme &ir, 
I should be proud to meet you there ; 
We'se gie ae night's discharge to care. 

If we forgather, 
An' hae a swap o' rhymimrware 

Wr ane anither. 



The four-gill chap, we'se gar him clatter, 
An' kirsen htm wi' reekin Water ; 
Syne we'll sit down an' tak our whitter. 

To cheer' our heart ; 
An' faith, we'se be acquainted better 

Before we part. 



Awa ye selfish warly race, 
Wha think that havins, «ense, an' grace, 
£v'n love an' friendship, shduld give plaice 

To catch-the-plack I 
I dinna like to see your £Bu:e, 

Nor hear your crack. 



But ye whom social pleasure charms, 
Whose hearts the tide of kindness warms. 
Who hold your heifi^ on the terms, * 

^ JBach aid the others,' 
Come to my bowl, come to my arms. 

My friends, my brothers I 



But 
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But, to concdadeiny lang epistle, . 
As my auld pen 's wora to the grissle ; 
Twa lines frae you wad gar me fissle. 

Who am, most fervent. 
While I can either sing, or whissle. 

Your friend and servant 



I r • ♦ 



1 . 
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VOL.. III. 



To 



u% 



i » 



TO 



THE SAME. 



April 2lgt, 1786. 



While new-ca'd kye rout at the stake, 
An' pownies reek in pleugh or braik, 
This hour on e'enin's edge I take, 

To own I'm debtor. 
To honest-hearted, auld Lapraik^ 

For his kind letter. 



Forjesket 
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Forjesket sair, with weary legSy * 
Rattlin the corn ovt-owre tbe riga^ 
Or dealing thro' amai^ tbe naigs 

Their ten hours' bite. 
My awkart muse sair pleatds and beg9, 

I would na write. 



The tapetless ramfeezl'd hizaie^ 
She's saft at best, and something lazy. 
Quo! she, * Ye ken, we*ye been^ sae busy,^ 

' This month an' mair, 
^ That trouth my head is grown right dizzi^ 

^ Ad' something, sair.' 



Her dowff excuses pat me mad ; 
* Conscience,' says I, * ye thowless^jad! 
' I'll write, a&' that a hearty blciaid, 

* This veira night ; 
' So dinjia ye afiront your tawl^ 

^ But rhyme it right. 



* Shall bauld Lapmik, the king o' hearts; 
' Tho' mankind were a\pack o' cartes> 
' Roose you sae weel for your desertisi, 

* lo terms sae friendly, 
• Yet yell neglect to shaw your parts^ 

* Aca! thank him kindly?' 

R 2 S^e 
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Sae I gat paper in a blink^ 
Ad' down gaed stumpie in tbe ink : 
Quoth I, ^ Before I sleep a wink, 

* I vow I'll close it : 
' An' if ye winna mak it clink, 

* By Jove I'll prose it!' 



Sae I've begun to scrawl, but whether 
In rhyme, or prose, or baith thegither, 
Or some hotch-potch that 's rightly neither, 

Let time mak proof; 
But I shall scribble down some blether 

Just clean aff-loof. 



My worthy friend, ne'er grudge an' carp, 
Tho' fortune use you hard an' sharp ; 
Come, kittle up your moarland'harp 

Wi' gleesome touch ! 
Ne'er mind how fortune waft an' warp ; 

She's but a b-tch. 



She's gien me monie a jirt an' fleg, 
Sin' I could striddle owre a rig ; 
But, by the L— d, tho' I should b^ 

Wi' lyart pow, 
I'll laugh, an' sing, an' «b9,ke my leg, 

As lang's I dow! 



Now 
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Now comes the saix an' twentieth siDinier, 
I've seen the bud lipo' the timmer. 
Still persecuted by the limmer 

Frae year to year ; 
But yel, despite the kittle kimmer, 

J, Rob, am here. 



Do ye enyy the city Gent^ 
Behint a kist.to lie and sklent, 
Or purse-proud, big wi' cent, per cent. 

And niuckle wame, 
In some bit brugh to repr^ent 

A JBailie's name ? 



Or is't the paughty, feudal Thane, 
Wi' ruffled sark an' glancing cane, 
Wba thinks himsel nae sheep-shank bane, 

But lordly stalks, ' 
While caps and bonnets aff are taeu, . . 

As by he walks ? 



, .' Q Thou wha gies ps each guid gift ! . 

* Gie me o' wit an' sense a lift, 

' Then turn me, if Thau please, adrift, 

* Thro' Scotland wide; 

* Wi' cits nor lairdg I wadna shift, 

* In a- their pride!' 



Were 
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Were this the charter of our state, 
' On pain' o' hell be rich an' great,' 
Damnation then would be our fate, 

Beyond remead ; 
But, thanks to Hear'n, that 's no the gate 

We learn our creed. 



For thus the royal mandate ran. 
When first the human race began, 

* The social, friendly, honest man, 

* Whate'er^e be, 

* Tis he fulfils great Nature's plan^ 

^ An' none but heT 



O mandate glorious and diving ! 
The ragged followers of th^ Nine, 
Poor, thoughtless devils ! yet may shine 

In glorious light, 
While sordid sons of Mammon's line 

/ Are dark as night 



Tho' here they scrape, an' squeeze, an' g^owl^ 
Their worthless nievefu' of a soul 
May in some future carcase howl 

The forest's fright ; 
Or in some day-detesting oml 

May shun the ligbt 

Then 
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Then may Lflpraik and Bums arise, 
To reach their native, kindred skies. 
And sing their pleasures, hopes, an' joys, 

In some mild sphere, 
Still closer knit in friendship's ties 

£ach passing year ! 



TO 
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W. SIMPSON, 



OCHILTREE. 



May, 1785. 



I GAT your letter, wiasoine Willie ; 
Wi' gratefu' heart I thank you brawlie ; 
Tho' I maun say't, I wad be silly, 

An' unco vain, 
Should I believe, my coaxin billie, 

Your flatterin strain. 

But I'se believe ye kindly meant it, 
I sud be laith to think ye hinted 
Ironic satire^ sidelins sklented 

On my poor Musie ; 
Tto' in sic phraisin terms ye've penned it, 

I scarce excuse ye. 



My 
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My senses wad be iu a creel> 
Should I but dalre a hope to speel, 
\f\' AUm, or mi Gilberifield, 

The braes q' fame ; 
Or Fergtissony the writer chiel, ' 

A deathless name. 



(O Fergussanf thy glorious parts 

111 suited law's dry, musty arts ! 

My curse upon your whunstane hearts. 

Ye £nbrugh Gentry ! 
The tythe o' what ye waste at cartes 

Wad stow'd his pantry !) 



Yet when a tale comes i^ m;;^ head, 
Or lasses gie my heart a screed. 
As whiles they're like to be my deed 

(O sad disease !) 
I kittle up my rustic reed; 

It gies me ease. 



Auld Caila now miiy fidge fli; fain, , 
She's gotten Poets o" her ain; 
Chiels wha their chanters, winda hain, 

But tune their lays, 
Till echoes a' resound again 

Her weel-s ung praise. 



ft 



Nae 



2dO 

Nae poet thought her wortfi his 
To set her name io measlir'd stile; 
She lay like som^ uiikeu'd-k)f isle 

Beside New-Holland, 
Or whare ^ild-meeting ooesm* boiir 

Besottth Magellan. 



Ramsay ait' fainons F^rgnSsah 
Gied Forth an* Tay a lift aboon ; 
Yarrow an' Tweed, to monie a tune, 

Owiie Scotland rings. 
While Irwin, JLugat, Ayr^ an' Doom, 

Nae bofcly sings. 



TV Iilis9U8, Tiber y Thames, an' Seme, 
Glide sweet in monie a tnnefii' line I 
But, !Fi7&>, set yorir fit t4ii mine. 

An' cock your crest. 
We'll gar our streaqas an' bumies shine 

Up wi' fhe best. 



We'll sing auld CoHa'B plains Hd^ feB*« 
Her moors red-brown wi' heather bcils^ 
Her banks an' braes, h^ Atnas ad! dcftb, . 

Wtefe glorious Wallace 
Aft bure the gree, tfs tftofe^ tells, 

Frae sdhthron billies. 



At 
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At WaUaei name what Sctfttish blood 
But boils up in a s{>ring-tide flood ! 
Oft have our fearless fathers strode 

By WdOace^ side, 
Still pressing onward, red-wat shod, 

Or glorious dy'd« 



O sweet are Caila's haughs an' woods, 
When lintwhites chant amang the buds, 
And jinkin hares, in amorous wfaids. 

Their loves enjoy. 
While thro' the braes the cushat crowds 

With wailfu' cry ! 



Ev'n winter bleak has charms to me 
When winds rave thro' the naked tree ; 
Or frosts on hills of Othiltrte 

Are hoary gray ; 
Or blinding drifts wild-furious flee, 

Darkltiing the day f 



O N^urel a' thy shewis aii' forms 
To'feeling, pensive hearts bae charms ! 
Whether the summer kindly warms, 

Wi^ life an' light. 
Or winter howlls, in gusty storms, 

llie latig, dark night ! 



The 
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The muse, nae poet ever fand her,^ 
'Till by himsel he learn'd to wander^ 
Ado WD some trotting burn's meander, 

An' no think lang ; 
O sweet, to stray an' pensive ponder 

A heart-felt sang ! 



The warly frace may drudge an' drive, . 
Hog-shouther, jundie, stretch an' strive, 
Let me fisiir Nature's face descrive. 

And I, wi' pleasure, 
Shall let the busy, grumbling hive 

Bum dwre thdr treasure. 



Fare weel, * my rhyme^omposing brither !' 
We've been owr6 lang unkenn'd to ither : 
Now let us lay our heads thegither. 

In love fraternal ; 
May Envy wallop in a tether. 

Black fiend, infernal ! 



While highlandmen hate tolls an' taxes ; 
While moorl^n' herds like guid fyt bra^i^ies ; 
While terra firma, on her axis 

Diurnal turns. 
Count on a friend, in f^ith an' pra^ctiGe, 

In Robert Bums. 

POSTSCRIPT. 
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POSTSCRIPT. 

My memory 's no worth a preen ; 
I had amaist forgotten clean, 
Ye bade me write you what they mean 

.By this new-light,* 
'Bout which our herds sae aft hae been 

Maist like to fight 



In days when mankind were but callans 
At grammar J logic , an' sic talents, 
They took nae pdins their speech to balance, 

Or rules to gie, 
But spak their thoughts jn plain, braid lallans, 

Like you or me. 



In thae auld times, they thought the moanp 
Just like a sark, or pair o' shoon, 
"Wore by degrees, 'till her last roon, 

Gaed past their viewing, 
An' shortly after she was done. 

They gat a new one. 



This 



* See note, p. ,67. 
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This past for certain, undisputed ; 
It ne er cam T their heads to doubt it, 
Till chiels gat up an' wad confute it, 

An' ca'd it wrang ; 
An' muckle dio there was about it, 

Baith load aa' lajoig. 



Some h^dis^ wed learu'd upo' the beuk, 
Wad threap ^.uld folk the thing misteuk ; 
For 'twas the avild moon tum'd a neuk, 

An' out o' sight, 
An' backliashcomin, to the leuk. 

She grew mate bcighL 



Thi^ was deny'd, it was affirm'd ; 
The herd$- an! hisseh were alarm'd : 
The rev'rend gray-beards rav'd an' storm'd 

That beardless laddies 
Should think ihey better were infoom'd 

Than thein auld daddies. 



Frae less to mair it gaed to sticks ; 
Frae words^ao' aitfas to clours an' nicks ; 
An' monie a fallow gat his licks, 

Wi' hearty crunt; 
An' some, to learn them for their tricks, 

Wiere ha&g'd an' brunt. 



This 
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This game was play'd in monie lands. 
An' auldrlight caddies bure sic hands, 
That, faith, the youngsters took the sands 

Wi' nimble shanks, 
'Till lairds forbade, by strict commands. 

Sic bluidy pranks. 



But new-Kgkt herds gat sic n cowe. 
Folk thought them rui^'d stick-an-stowe, 
'Till now amaist oh ev'ry knbwe. 

Ye 'ft find ane plac'd; 
An' some, their new^Ugkt fair avow. 

Just quite barefac'd. 



Nae doubt the auldrUght flocks are bleatin ; 
Their zealous herds are vex'd an' sweatin ; 
Mysel, I've even seen them greetin 

Wi' girnin spite, 
To hear the moon sae sadly lie'd on 

By word an' write. 



But shortly they will cowe the louns i 
Some auUfrUght herds in neebor towna 
Are mind't, in things they ca' balloons^ 

To tak a flight. 
An' stay ae month amaiig the moons 

An' see them right. 



Quid 
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Guid observation they will gie them ; 
An' when the auld moan's gaun to lea'e them, 
The hindmost shaird, they'll fetch it wi' them, 

Just i' their pouch, 
An' when the neUhlighi billies see them, 

I think they '11 crouch I 



Sae, ye observe that a' this clatter 
Is naething but a * moonshine matter ;' 
But tho' dull prose-folk latin splatter 

In logic tulzie, 
I hope, we bardies ken some better 

Than mind sic brulzie. 



EPISTLE 



i 
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EPISTLE 



TO 



J. RANKINE, 



INCLOSING SOME POEMS. 



O ROUGH, rude, ready-witted Rankine, 
The wale o' cocks for fua and drinkin I 
There's mony godl^ folks are thinkin, 

Your dreams* an' trickfl 
Will send you, Korah-like, a-sinkin, 

Straught to auld Nick's. 

Ye 



* A certain humorous dream of his was then making It 
nobe in the country-side. ^ « 

, f- yOL. III. 5 



Ye hae sae monie cracks an* cants. 
And in your wicked, drucken rants. 
Ye mak a devil o' the saunts. 

An' fill thiem fou ; 
And then their failings, flaws, an' wants. 

Are a' seen tbro\ 



Hypocrisy, in mercy spare it f 
That holy robe, O dinna tear it t 
Spare 't for their sakes wha aften wear it. 

The lads in black f 
But your curst wit, when it comes near it, 

Rives 't aff their back. 



Think, wicked sinner, wha ye *re skaithing. 
It 's just the blue-goum badge an' claithing 
O' saunts ; tak that, ye lea'e them naething 

To ken them by, 
Frae ouy unr^enerate heathen 

Like you or I. 



. I've s^ntyou h^re some rhyming ware, 
A* that I bargain'd for an' nyair ;. 



Saep 



I 
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Sae, when ye hae an hour to spare^ 

I will expect 

Yon sang* ye '11 jsen 't wf cannie ewe, 

And no neglect. 



Tho' fiadth, sma' heart hae I to sing ! 
My muse dow scarcely spread her wing! 
I 've play'd mysel a bonnie spring, 

An' danc'd my fill ! 
I 'd better gaen an' sair'd the king. 

At JBunker's Hill. 



Twas ae night lately in my fun, 
I gaed a roving wi' the gun, 
An' brought a paitrick to the grun, 

A bonnie hen, 
And, as the twilight was begun, 

Thoi^ht nane wad ken. 



The 



t • 



* A $(mg he had promiwd the author. 
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The poor wee .thing was little hurt j 
I straikit it a wee for sport, 
Ne'er thiakin they wad fash me for't ; 

But, deil-ma-care ! 
Somebody tells liie poacher-court 

The hale affair. 



Some auld us'd hands had taen a note. 
That sic a hen had got a shot ; 
I was suspected for the plot; 

I scorn'd to lie ; 
So gat the whissle o' my groat. 

An' pay't the^ee. 



But, by my gun, o' guns the wale. 
An' by my pouther an' my hail. 
An' by my hen, an' by her tail^ 

J vow an' swear ! 
The game shall pay o'er moor an' dale. 

For this, niest year. 



. A 



As soon 's the clockin-time is by, 
An' the wee pouts begun to cry, 
L — d, J'se hae sportin by an' by. 

For my gowd guinea : 
Tho' I should herd the buckskin kje 

For 't in Virginia. 



Trowth, 



J 
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Trowth, tbey had miickle for to blame ! 
*Twas neither broken wing nor limb, 
But twa-three draps about the wame 

Scarce thro' the feathers ; 
An' baith a yellow George to claim, 

An' thole their blethers ! 



ft pits me ay as mad's a hare ; 
So I can rhyme nor write nae mair ; 
But pennyworths again is fair, 

When time's expedient : 
Meanwhile I am, respected Sir, 

Your most obedient 



I 

• f 



WRITTEN 
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WRITTEN 



IN 



FRIARS-CARSE HERMITAGE 



ON NITH^IDE. 



Thou whom chance may hither lead. 
Be thou clad ia russet weed. 
Be thou deckt in silken stole, 
Grave these counsels on thy soul. 

Life is but a day at most. 
Sprung from night, in darkness lost ; 
Hope not sunshine ev'ry hour, 
Fear not clouds will always lour. 



As 
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As youth and love with sprightly daiicei 
Beneath thy mornii^ star advance, 
Pleasure with her siren air 
May delude the thoughtless pair; 
Let prudence bless lenjoyment's cup. 
Then raptur'd sip, and sip it up. 

As thy day grows warm and high. 
Life's meridian flaming nigh. 
Dost thou spurn the hkimble V^le? 
Life's proud summits would'st thou scale ? 
Check thy climbing step^ elate^ 
Evils lurk in felon wait : 
Dangers, eagle-pinion'd, bold^ 
Soar around each cliffy hold^ 
While cheerful peace, with linnet sdng, 
Chants the lowly dells amon^v 

As the shades of ev'ning close, 
Beck'ning thee to long repose ; 
As life itself become^ disi^ase, 
Seek the chimney-neuk of ease, . 
There ruminate with sober thought. 
On all thou^st seen, and heard, and vnrougbt ; 
And teach the sportive younkers round, * 
Saws of experience, sage and sound. 
Say, man's true, genuine estimate, 
The grand criterion of his fete, 
Js not, Art thou high or low ? 
Did thy fortune ebb or flow? 

Did 
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Did many talents gild thy span ? 
Or frugal nature grudge thee one ? 
Tell them, and press it on their mind, 
As thou thyself must shortly find, 
The smile or frown of awful Heav'ii, 
To virtue or to vice is giv'n. 
Say, to be just, and kind, and wise, * 
There solid self-enjoyment lies ; 
That foolish, selfish, Pithless ways. 
Lead to the wretched, vile, and base. 

Thus resign'd and quiet, creep 
To the bed of lasting sleep ; 
Sleep, whence thou shall ne'er avrak^, 
Night, where dawn shall never break. ^ 
'Till future life, future no more. 
To light and joy the good restore, 
To light and joy unknown before. 

Stranger, go ! Heav'n be thy guide! 
Quod the beadsman of Nith-^idOb 



ODE, 
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ODE, 



SACRED TO THE MEMORY 



OF 



Mrs. OP 



Dweller in yon dungeon dark. 
Hangman of creation ! mark 
Who in widow-weeds appears, 
Laden with unhonoured years, 
Noosing with care a bursting purse. 
Baited with many a deadly durse ! 



STROPHE. 



STROPHE* 

View the withered beldam's faci 
Can thy keen inspection trace 
Aught of humanity's sweet melting grace ? 
Note that eye, 'tis rheum o'erflows. 
Pity's flood there never rose. 
See those hands, ne'er stretch'd to save. 
Hands that took — but never gave. 
Keeper of Mammon's iron chest. ^ 

Lo, there she goes, unpitied and unblest > 
She goes, but not to realms of everlasting rest! 3 



ANTISTROPHE. 

Plunderer of armies, lift thine eyes, 
(A while forbear, ye tort'ring fiends,) 
Seest thou whose step, unwilling hither bends? 
No fallen angel, hurl'd firom upper skies ; 
Tis thy trusty quofidam mate^ 
Doom'd to share thy fiery fate. 
She, tardy, hell-ward plies. 

V 

£P0i)2. 

And are they of no more availi 
Ten thousand glitfring pounds ^yeitf ? 
In otheif worlds can Mamtflon Mli 
Omnipotent as he is here ? 

O, bitter 



««7 



O, bitter mock'ry of the pompous 
While down the wretched vital part is driv'n ! 
The caTeiodg'd b^;gar, with a conscience clear, 
Expires in rags, unknown, and goes to Heav'n. 



ELEGY 
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ELEGY 



ON 



Capt. MATTHEW HENDERSON, 

A OENTLBMAN WHO HELD THB PATENT FOR HT8 HONOURS 
lUMBDIATBLT FROM ALMIGHTY GOB ! 



Bui now Ms radiant course is run, 
Eor Matt hew* s course was bright; 

Mis soul was like the glorious sun^ 
A matchless Heao^tdt/ Light I 



O Death ! thou tyrant fell and bloody ! 
The meikle devil wi' a woodie 
Haurl thee hame to his black smiddie. 

O'er hurcheon hides, 
And like stock-fish come o'er his studdie 

Wi' thy auld sides I 



He's 
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He's gane, he's gane ! be's frae us tana. 
The ae best fellow e'er was born ! 
Thee, Matthew, Nature's sel shall mourn 

By wood and wild. 
Where, haply, pity strays forlorn, 

Prae man exil'd^ 



Ye hills, near neebors o' the starns, 
That proudly cock your cresting cairns ! 
Ye cliffs, th^ haunts of sailing yearns. 

Where echo slumbers I 
Come jdin, ye Nature's sturdiest bairns, 

My wailing numbers ! 



Mourn, ilka grove the cushat kens I 
Ye haz'Uy shaws and briery dens ! 
Ye burnies, wimplin down your glens, 

Wi' toddlin din, 
Or foaming Strang, wi' hasty stens, 

Frae lin to lin. 



Mourn, little harebells o'er the lee ; 
Ye stately foxgloves fitir to see ; 
Ye woodbines, hangitig bonttilie, \ 

In scents bowers ; 
Ye roses >on your thortiy tree, 

T*e first o' flow'rs. 



At 



At dawn, when eVi^.gprassy Usade 
Droops with ^ diamond at his head,, 
At ev'n» when beans f^eir fraj^rance shed, 

r th' rustling gale. 
Ye maukins whiddin thro' the glad^ 

Come join my wail. 



Mourn, je wee songsters o' the wood ; 
Ye grouse that crap the heather bad ; 
Ye curlews calling thro' a clnd; 

Ye whistiing plover; 
An' mourn, y^e wfaurring pufaick brood f 

He's.gane for ever! 



Mourn, sooty coots, and q[>eckled teals; 
Ye fisher herons, watching eels ; 
Ye duck and drake, wi' airy wheels 

Circling the lake ; 
Ye bitterns, 'till the quagmire reels, 

liair for his sake. 



Mourn, clam'ring craiks at close o' day» 
'Mang fields o' flowering clover gay ; 
And when we win& your annual way 

Frae our cauld shore. 
Tell thae far warlds, wha lies in day. 

Wham we d^lore. 



Ye 



I 



27) 

Yq i^iiUejbs, fri^e yo w ivy bow*r^ 
In some auld tr^,. oi: ddjritcb tow'r, 
What time the iboqq» wi- sileot.gjawrp 

Seta up her horn. 
Wail thro' thifr cJi:q$^ midnight houir 

Till wi^ukrife morn ! 



O, nvers^ forests, fail)S| and plains ! 
Oft have ye heard my caAty strains : 
But DOW, what else for me remains 

But tales of woe ; 
And frae mj een tiie drapping rains 

Mann ey^er flow. 



Motini. springs thou d^irliqg of the yeiirf 
Ilk cowslip cup sbeJi kep^a.tear: 
Thou, simmer, while each corny spear 

Shoots up its head. 
Thy gay, green, flow'ry trusses shear. 

For him. that 's dead ! 



Thou, autumn, wi' thy yellow hair. 
In grief thy sallow mantle tear I 
Thou, winter, hurling thro' the air 

The roaring blast, 
Wide o'er the naked world declare 

The worth we've lost I 



Mourn 
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Mourn him, tboa sud, great .aoarce of liglit ! 
Mourn, empress of the silent night ! 
And you, ye twinkling stamies bright. 

My Matthew mourn ! 
For through your orbs he's ta'en his flighty 

Ne'er to return. 



O9 Henderson I the man ! the brother f 
And art thou gone, and gone for ever ! 
And hast thou crost that unknown river. 

Life's dreary bound ! 
Like thee, where shall I find another, 

The world around ! 



Go to your sculptured tombs, ye Great, 
In a' the tinsel trash o' state ! 
But by thy honest turf I'll wait. 

Thou man of worth ! 
And weep the ae best fellow's fate 

£'er lay in earth. 



1. 1 



THB 
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• * « 



THE EPITAPH. 



Stop, passetiger ! my story's brief, 
And truth 1 shall relate, man ; 

I tell nae common tale o' grief, 
For Matthew was a great man. 



If thou ^UDcomnion merit hast, 

Yet spiirnM at fortune'ld door, man; 

A look of pity hither cast, 

For Matthew was a poor man. 



If thou a noble sodger art. 

That pa^sest byHhis grave, man, • 
There moulders here a gallant heart ; 

For Matthew was a brave man. 



If thou on men, their works and ways. 
Canst throw uncommon light, man ; 

Here lies wha weel had won thy praise, 
For Matthew was a bright man. 

- roL. Mf * - T If 
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If thou at friendship's sacred ca' 
Wad life itself resign, man ; 

Thy sympathetic tear maun fa\ 
For Matthew was a kind man ! 



if thou art staunch without a stain, 
Like the unchanging blue, man; 

This was a kinsman o' thy ain. 
For Matthew was a true man. 



If thou hast wit, and fun, and fire, 
And ne'er guid wine did fear, man ; 

This was thy bilKe, dam, and sire, 
For Matthew was a queer man. 



If ony whiggish whingin sot, 

To blame poor Matthew dare, man ; 
May dool and sorrow be his lot. 

For Matthew was a rare man. 



MMENT 
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LAMENT 



OF 



MARY QUEEN OF SCOTS 



ON 



THS APPROACH OF SPRING. 



Now Nature hangs her mantle green 

On every blooming tree, 
And spreads her sheets o' daisies white 

Out o'er the grassy lea: 

T 2 Now 
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Now Phoebus cheers the crystal streams, 

And glads the azure skies ; 
But nought can glad the weary wight 

That fast in durance lies. 



Now lavVocks wake the merry mom. 

Aloft on dewy wing ; 
The merle, in his noontide bowV, 

Makes woodland echoes ring ; 
The mavis mild wi' many a bote, 

Sings dro ws:y day to rest : 
In love and freedom they rejoice, 

Wr care nor thrall opprest. 



Now blooms the lily by the bank. 

The primrose down the brae ; 
The hawthorn's budding in the glen. 

And milk-white is the slae : 
The meanest hind in fair Scotland 

May rove their sweets amang ; 
' But I, the Queen of a' Scotland, 

Maun lie in prison Strang. 



I was^the Queen b' bonnie France, 
Where happy 'I bae been ; 

Fu* lightly rase I iii the mom. 
As blythe lay dovm at e'ed * 



A. V 



And 



And I*in the BoVreign 6f Scotland, 
And mony a traitor there ; 

Yet hjere I lie in foreign bands^ 
And never ending care. 



But as for thee, thou false woman. 

My sister and my fae, 
Grim vengeance, yet, shall whet a sword 

That thro' thy soul shall gae : 
The weeping blood in woman's breast 

Was never known to thee ; 
Nor th' balm that draps on wounds of woe 

Frae woman's pitying e'e. 



My son ! my son ! may kinder stars 

Upon thy fortune shine ; 
And may those pleasures gild thy reign. 

That ne'er wad blink on mine ! 
God keep thee frae thy mother's faes. 

Or turn their hearts to thee : 
And where thou meet'st thy mother's friend. 

Remember him for me ! 



O ! soon, to me, may summer-suns 

JVae mair light up the morn ! 
Nae mair, to me, the autumn winds 

Wave o'er the yellow corn I 

And 



278 

And in the narrow house o' death 

Let winter round me rave : 
And the next flow'rs, that deck the springs 

Bloom on my peaceful grave. 



TO 



J 
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TO 



ROBERT GRAHAM, ESQ. 



OF 



FINTRA. 



Late crippFd of an arm, and now a leg. 
About to beg a pass for leave to beg : 
Dull, listless, teas*d, dejected, and deprest, 
(Nature is adverse to a cripple's rest ;) 
Will generous Graham list to his Poefs wail ? 
(It soothes poor misery, hearkening to her tale,) 
And hear him curse the light he first survey'd, 
And doubly curse the luckless rhyming trade ? 

Thou, Nature, partial Nature, I arraign ; 
Of thy caprice maternar I complain. 

The 
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The lion and the bull thy care have found. 
One shakes the forests, and one spurns the 

ground : 
Thou giv'st the ass his liide, the snail his shell, 
Th'envenom'd wasp, victorious, guards his cell. — 
Thy minions, kings defend, control, devour, 
[n all th' omnipotence of rule and poorer. — 
Foxes and statesmen, subtile wiles insure ; 
The cit and polecat stink, and are secure. 
Toads with their poison, doctors with their drug. 
The priest and hedgehog in their robes, are snug. 
£v'n silly woman. has her warlike arts. 
Her tongue and eyes, her d readed spear and darts. 

But Oh ! thou bitter step-mother and hard. 
To thy poor, fenceless, naked child — the Bard! 
A thing unteachable in world's skill. 
And half an idiot too, more helpless still. 
No heels to bear him from the op'njng dun ; . 
No claws to dig, his hated sight to shun ; 
No horns, but those by luckless Hymen worn. 
And those, alas ! not Apialthea's horn : 
No nerves olfact'ry. Mammon's trusty cur. 
Clad in rich dulness' comfortable fur. 
In naked feeling, and in aching pride. 
He bears the unbroken blast from ev'ry side : 
Vaiupyre bpoksellers drain him to the heart. 
And scorpion critics cureless venom dart. 

* • - 

Critics 
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'^ 'Critics— appaU'd I irentare on the name, ^ 
Those cut-throat bandits in the paths of. fame : 
Bioody dissectors, worse than ten Monroes ; 
He hacks, to teach, they mangle to expose. ' 

,His heart by causeless wanton malice wrung. 
By blockheads' daring into madness stung ; 
His well-won bays, than life itself more dear, 
By . miscreants torn, * who :ne'er one sprig o^ust 

wear: 
Foird, bleeding, tortur'd, in the unequal s^ife/ 
The hapless poet flounders on through life. 
Till fled each hope that oiice his bosom fir'd, 
And fled each mul^e that glorious once inspired, 
JLow sunkin squalid, unprotected age, 
Dead, even resentment, for his injqir'd page. 
He heeds or feels no more the ruthless critic's 
; rage ! 

So, by some hedge, thegen'rous steed deceas-d» 
For half-sfarv'd snarling curs a dainty feast : 
By toil and famine wore to skin and bone. 
Lies senseless of each tugging bitch's son. 

O dulness! portion of the truly blest! 
Calm sheltered haven of eternal rest ! 
Thy sons ne'er madden in the fierce extremes - 
Of fortune's polar frost, or torrid beams. 
If mantling high. she fills the golden cup,^ w 

With: sober selfish ease they sip it up : 

Conscious 
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Conscious the bounteous nieed they well de- 
serve, 
They only wond» * some folks' do not starve. 
The gtsye sage hem thus easy picks faia frog, < 
And thinks the mallard a sad worthless dog. 
When disappointment snaps the clue of hope, 
And thro' disastrous night they darkling grope, 
With deaf endurance sluggishly they bear. 
And just conclude that * fools are fortune'^ 

care.' 
So, heavy, passive to the tempest's shocks. 
Strong on the sign-post stands the stupid ox* 

Not so the idle muses' mad-cap train. 
Not such the workings of their moon-struck 

brain ; 
In equanimity they never dwell, 
By turns in soaring heav'n, or vaulted hell. 

I dread thee, &te, relentless and severe, 
With all a poet's, husband's, Other's fear ! 
Already one strong hold of hope is lost, 
Glencaimy the truly noble, lies in dust ; 
(Fled, like the sun eclips'd as noon appears. 
And left us darkling in a world of tears :) 
O ! hear my ardent, grateful, selfish pray'r ! 
Fmtra^ my other stay, long bless and spare I 
Thro' a long life his hopes and wishes crown ; 
And bright in cloudless skies his sun go down I 

. . May 
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May bliss domestic smooth his private path ; \ 

Give enei^ to life; and sooth his latest breathy f 

With many a filial tear circling the bed ofC 

death! } 



I- * 



t - « 



LAMENT 
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f 



LAMENT 



rOR 



JAMES, EARL OF GLENCAIRN. 



The wind blew hollow frae the hills. 

By fits the sun's departing beam 
Look'd on the fading yellow woods 

That way'd o*er Lugar's winding stream : 
Beneath a craigy steep, a bard, 

Laden with years and meikle pain, 
In loud lament bewail'd his lord, 

Whom death had all untimely ta'en* 



He 
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He lean'd him to an ancient aik,' ^ 

Whose trunk was monld'ringdown'witib'years; 
His locks were bleached white with time. 

His hoary cheek was wetwi' tears ; 
And as he tdach'd liis trembling h&rp. 

And as he tun'd his doleful sang, 
The winds^ lamenting thro' their caves. 

To echo bore the notes alang. 

*• Ye scattered birds that faintly sing, 

" The reliques of the vernal quire ! . 
'^ Ye woods that shed on a^ the winds ^ 

" The honours of the aged year! 

A few short months, and glad and gay. 
Again ye 11 charm the ear and e^e ; 
'' But nocht in all revolving time 

'' Can gladness bring again to mp. 



It 



4t 

it 



I am a bending aged tree, 
That long has stood the wind and rain; 
^* But now h^s come a cruel blast, 

** And my last hald of earth is gane : 
** Nae leaf o' mine shall greet the spring, 
. ** Nae simmer sun exalt my bloom ; 
" But I maun lie before the storm, 

** And ithers plant them in my room. 

*' I've s^n sae mony changefu' years, 
'' On earth I atn a stranger grown ; 

» . . , ' ** I wander 
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^ I wander in the ways ofm^i, 
** Alike unknowing and unknown : 

" Unheard^ unpitied, unreliev'd, 
** I bear alane my lade o' care, 

'' For silent, low, on beds of dast, 
** Lie a' that would my sorrows share. 

w 

'' And last, (the sum of a* my griefs !) 

*^ My noble master lies in clay ; 
** The flow'r amang our barons bold, 

** His country's pride, his country's stay : 
" In weary being now I pine, 

'' For a' the life of life is dead, 
" And hope has left my aged ken, 

" On forward wing for ever fled, 

'' Awake thy l^st sad voice, my harp f 

*^ The voice of woe and wild despair ; 

Awake, resound thy latest lay, 
Then sleep in silence evermair 1 
** And thou, my last, best, only friend, 

'' That fiUest an untimely tomb, 
'^ Accept this tribute from the bard 

*^ Thou brought from fortune's mirkest ^oom. 



it 



ti 



u 



In poverty's low barren vale, 

" Thick mists, obscure, involv'd me round ; 

Tliough oft I tum'd the wistful eye, 

** Nae ray of fame was to be found : 

** Thou 
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^' Thon found'st me, like the morning fiun, 
** That melts the fogs in limpid air, 

** The friendless bard and rustic song^ 
** Became alike thy fostering care. 

^ 01 why has worth so short a date ? 

" While villains ripen grey with time ! 
" Must thou, the noble, gen'rous, great, 

** Fall in bold manhood's hardy prime ! 
^* Why did I live to see that day ? 

" A day to me so full of woe ! 
** O ! had 1 met the mortal shaft 

" Which laid my benefactor low ! 

" The bridegroom may forget the bride 

** Was made his wedded wife yestreen : 
^* The monarch may forget the crown 

** That on his head an hour has been ; 
•*, The mother may forget the child 

*^ That smiles sae sweetly on her knee ; 
" But I'll remember thee, Glencairn, 

" And a' that thou hast done for me T 



LINES 
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LINES 



SENT TO 

» 

SIR. JOHN WHITEFOORD, OF WHITEFOOJga), 

BART. 

^ 4 

WITH TH& FOREGOING POEM. 



HOU, who thy honour as thy God rever*st, 
Who, save thy wind's reproach^ nought earthlj 

fear'st. 
To thee this votive offering I impart, 
The tearful tribute of a broken heart. 
Theyrtend thou valued'st, I, the ^a^ron, Joy''d ; 
His worth, his honour, all the world approv'd. 
We '11 mourn 'till we too go as he has gone, 
And tread the dreary path to that dark world 
unknown. 



TAM 
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TAM 0^ SHANTER, 



A TALE. 



Of Brozont/is and of BogUisfull is this Buke. 

.GAWIll DOUGLAS. 



When chapman billies leave the street^ 
And drouthy neebors, neebors meet. 
As market-days are wearing late, 
An' folk begin to tak the gate ; % 

While we sit boudng at the nappy, 
An' gettin fou and unco happy, 
' We think na on the lang Scots miles, 
The mosses, waters, slaps, and styles, 

VOL III. V That 
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That lie between us and our hame, 
Whare sits our sulky sullen dame. 
Gathering her brows like gathering storm, 
Nursing her wrath to keep it warm. 

This truth fand honest Tarn o' Shanter^ 
As he frae Ayr ae night did canter, 
(Auld Ayr, wham ne'er a^own surpasses, 
For honest men and bonny lasses.) 

O Tam I hadst thou but been sae wise, 
As ta'en thy ain wife Kate^& advice ! 
She tauld thee weel thou was a skellum, 
A blethering, blustering^ drunken blellum ; 
That frae November 'till October, 
Ae market-day thou was nae sober ; 
That ilka melder, wi' the miller, 
Thou sat as lang as thou had siller ; 
That ev'ry naig was ca'd a shoe on. 
The smith and thee gat roaring fou on ; 
That at the L — d's house, ev'n on Sunday, 
Thou drank wi' Kirton Jean 'tiU Monday* 
She prophesy 'd, that late or soon* 
Thou would be foimd deep drownU iu tknm ; 
Or catch'd wf w^locks in thie mijrk, 
By AUofvay's ^^ld haunted, kirk. 

Ah, gentle damesl it gars me greet, 
To think how mbny counsels sweet. 

How 



291 

How mo ny lengthened sage advices, 
The hus band frae the mfe despises ! 

But to opr tale : Ae market night, 
Tarn had got planted unco right ; 
Fast by an ingle, bleezing finely, 
Wi' reanodng swats, that drank divinely ; 
And at his elbow, Souter Johnny, 
His ancient,, trusty, drouthy crony ; 
2^am lo'ed him like a vera brither i ' 

They had been fou for weeks thegither ! 
The night drave on wi' sang^ an' clatter ; 
And ay the ale was growing better : 
The landlady and Tom. grew gracious {. 
Wi' favours secret, sweet, and precious ; 
The Souter tauld his q^ueerest stories ; 
The landlord's laugh was ready chorus : 
The storm without might rair and rustle, 
Tarn did na mind the storm a whistle. 

Care, mad to see a n>an sae happy, 
E'en drown'd himself amang the nappy, 
As bees flee hame wi' lades o' treasure. 
The minutes wing'd their way wi' pleasure : 
Kings may be blest, but Tom was glorious. 
O'er a' the ills a' life victorious. 

But pleasures are like poppies spread. 
You aeize the flo w'r, its bloom ia shed ; 

U2 Or 
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Or like the snow-falls in the rirer, 
A moment white — then melts for ever ; 
Or like the borealis race, 
That flit ere you can point their place ; 
Or lik^ the rainbow's lovely form 
Evanishing amid the storm.— 
' Nae man can tether time or tide ; 
The hour approaches Tarn maun ride ; 
That hour, o' night's black arch the key-stane. 
That dreary hour he mounts his beast in ; 
And sic a night he taks the road in^ 
As ne'er f>oor smner was abroad in. 

The wind blew as 'twad blawn its last ; 
The rattling show'rs rose on the blast ; 
The speedy gleams the darkness swallow'd; 
Loud, deep, and lang, the thunder bello w'd : 
That night, a child might understand, 
The deil had business on his hand. 

Weel mounted on his grey mare, Meg. 
A better never lifted leg, 
Tarn skelpit on thro' dub and mire, 
Despising wind, and rain, and fire ; 
Whiles holding fast his guid blue bonnet; 
Whiles crooning o'er some auld Scots sonnet; 
Whiles glow'ring round wi' prudent cares^ 
Lest bogles catch him unawares ; 

Kirk- 
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Kirk'AJloway w^s drawing nigb, 
Whare ghaists and hqulets nightly cry — 

By this time^he was cross the ford, 
Whare in the snaw the chapman smoor'd ; 
And past the birks and meikle stane, 
Whare drunken Charlie brak 's neck-ban^ ; 
And thro' the whins, and by the cairn^ 
Whare hunters fand the murder'd bairn ; 
And near the thorn, aboon the well, 
Whare Mungo's niither hang'd herseL — 
Before him JDoon pours all his floods ; 
The doubling storm roars thro' the woods ; 
The lightnings flash from pole to pole ; 
Near and more near the thunders roll ; 
When, glimmering thro' the groaning trees, 
Kirk'Allaway seem'd in a bleeze ; 
Thro* ilka bore the beams were glancing ; 
And loud resounded mirth and dancing — 

Inspiring bold John Barleycorn I 
What dangers thou canst make us scorn 1 
Wi' tippenny, we fear nae evil ; 
Wi' usquabae we '11 face the devil ! — 
The swats sae ream'd in Tammie^^ noddle, 
Fair play, he car'd na deils a boddle. 
But Maggie stood right sair astonish'd, 
Till^ by the heel and hand admoriish'd, 

She 
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She ventur'd forward on the light ; 
Andy TOW ! Tam saw an unco sight ! 
Warlocks and witches in a dance ; 
Nae cotillion breut new frae France^ 
But hornpipes, jigs, strathspeys, and reels, 
Put life and mettle in their heels, 
A winnock-bunker in the east, 
There sat auld Nick, in shape o' beast ; 
A towzie tyke, black, grim, and large^ 
To gie them music was his charge ; 
He screw'd the pipes and gart them skirl. 
Till roof and rafters a' did dirl. — 
Coffins stood round, like open presses ; « 
That shaw'd the dead in their last dresses ; 
And by some devilish cantrip slight 
Each in its cauld hand held a light — 
By which heroic TVim was able 
To note upon the haly table, 
A murderer's banes in- gibbet aims; 
Twa span-lang, wee, unchristen'd bairns ; 
A thief, new-cutted frae a rape^ 
Wi' his last gasp his gab did gape ; 
Five tomahawks, wi' bluid ced-rusted ; ^ 
Five scymitars, wi' murder-crusted ; • 

A garter, which a babe had strangled ; 
A knife, a father's throat had mangled. 
Whom his ain son o' life bereft. 
The grey hairs yet statk to the heft : 

Wi' 
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Wi' mair o' horrible and awfu', 
Which ev'n to name wad be unlawfii'. 

As Tammie glowr'd, ami^'d, and curious^ 
The mirth and fun grew fast and furiouu : 
The piper loud «.nd louder blew ; 
The dancers quick and quicker flew ; 
They reel'd, they set, they crossM, they cleekit, 
'Till ilka carlin swat and reekit^ 
And cooftt her duddies to the wark. 
And linket at it in her sark ! 

Now Tam^ O Tarn I had thae been queans 
A' plump and strapping, in- their teens ; 
Their sarko; instead o' cre^hie flannen, 
Been snaw-white seventeen hunder linen ! 
Thir breeks o' mine, my only.pair^ 
That ance were plush, o' guid blue hair, . 
I wad hae gi'en them off' my hurdles, 
for ae blink o' the bonnie burdies ! 

But withered beldams, anld and droll, 
Rigwoodie hags» wad spean a foal, 
Lowping an' flinging on a cummock, 
I wonder didna turn thy stomach. 

But Tarn kenn'd what w^s what fu' brawlie, 
There was ae winsome wench and walie, 
That night inlist^d inthe coi«, 
(Lang la^r k«iin'd on Carrick shore : 

For 



* 
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For mony a beast to dead she shot. 
And perish'd mony a boonie boat, 
And shook baith ineikle corn and bear. 
And kept the country-side. in fear). 
Her cutty sark, o' Paisley ham. 
That while a lassie she had worn. 
In longitude tho' sorely scanty, 
It was her best, and she was vauntie— - 
Ah! little kenn'd thy reverend grannie,. 
That sark she cofl for her wee Nannie^ 
Wi' twa puod Scots, ('twas a' her jiches), * 
Wad ever grac'd a dance of witches ! 

But here my muse her wing maun coar; 
Sic flights are far beyond her pow'r ; 
To sing how Nannie lap and flang, 
(A souple jade she was and Strang), 
And how Tarn ^tood, like aue bewitch'd. 
And thought his very een enrich'd ; 
Even Satan glowr'd, and fidg'd fu' &iin. 
And hotch'd and blew wi' might and main : 
Till first ae caper, syne anither. 
Tarn tint his reason a' thegither. 
And roars out, " Weel done, Cutty-sarkl''. 
And in an instant all was dark : 
And scarcely had he Maggie rallied. 
When out the hellish legion sallied. 



As bees bizz out wi' angry fyke, . 
When plundering herds assail their byke; 



As 
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As open pussie's mortal foes, 

When, pop ! she starts before their nose ; 

As eager runs the market-crowd, 

When " Catch the thief!" resounds aloud; 

So Maggie runs, the witches follow, 

Wi' niony an eldritch skreech and hoUow. 

Ah, Tarn/ Ah Tarn! thou '11 get thy fairini 
In hell they'll roast thee like a herrin ! 
In vain thy Kate awaits thy comin ! 
Kate soon wil b e a woefu' woman ! 
Now, do thy, speedy utmost, Meg^ 
And win the key-stane* of the brig ; 
There at them thou thy tail may toss, 
A running stream they dare na cross. 
But ere the key-stane she could make. 
The fient a tail she had to shake! 
For Nannie, far before the rest, 
Hard upon noble Maggie prest. 
And flew at Tarn wi' furious ettle ; 
But little wist she Maggie's mettle — 

Ae 



* It is a well-known fact, that witches, or any evil spirits, 
have no power to follow a poor wight any farther than the 
middle of the next running stream. — It may be proper like- 

« 

wise to mention to the benighted traveller, that when he falls 
in with bogles, whatever danger may be in his going forward^ 
there is much more hazard in turning back. 

1 \ > 
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Ae spring brought off her master hale. 
But left behind her ain grey tail : 
The carlin claught her by the rump, 
And left poor Maggie scarce a stump. 

Now, wha this tale o' truth shall read. 
Ilk man and mother's son, take heed : 
Whenfe'er to drink you are inclin'd, 
Or cutty^sarks run in your mind, 
Tliink, ye may buy the joys o^r dear. 
Remember Tarn o' SAanter*s mare. 



OK 
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ON SEEING 



A WOUNDED HARE 



LIMP BY ME, 



Which a fellow had just shot at. 



Inhuman man ! curse on thy barb'rous art, 
And blasted be tby murder-aiming eye ; 
May never pity soothe thee with a sigh, 

Nor ever pleasure glad thy cruel heart ! 

Go live, poor wanderer of the wood and field, 
The bitter little that of life remains : 
No more the thickening brakes and verdant 
plains . 

To thee shall home, or food, or pastime yield. 

* 

Seek, 
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Seek, mangled wretch, some place of wonted rest, 
No more of rest, but now thy dying bed! 
The sheltering rushes whistling o'er thy head, 

The cold earth with thy bloody bosom prest. 

Oft as by winding Nith, 1, musing, wait 
The sober ere, or hail the cheerful dawn, 
I'll miss thee sporting o'er the dewy lawn, 

And curse the f uffian's aim, and mourn thy 
hapless fate. 



ADDRESS 
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ADDRESS 



TO 



THE SHADE OF THOMSON, 



ON CROWNING HIS BUST AT EDNAAf, 
ROXBURGHSHIRE, WITH BAYS. 



While virgin Spring, by Eden's flood. 

Unfolds her tender mantle green, 
Or pranks the sod in frolic mood, 

Or tunes Eolian strains between : 

• 

While Summer with a matron grace 
Retreats to Dryburgh's cooling shade, 

Yet oft, delighted, stops to trace 
The progress of the spiky blade: 

While 
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While Autumn, benefactor kind, 
By Tweed erects his aged head, 

And sees, with self-approving mind. 
Each creature on his bounty fed : 

While maniac Winter rages o'er 
The hills whence classic Yarrow flows, 

Rousing the turbid torrent's roar. 
Or sweeping, wild, a waste of snows : 

So lodg, sweet Poet of the year, 

Shall bloom that wreath thou well hast won; 
While Scotia, with exulting tear. 

Proclaims that Thomson was her son. 



EPITAPHS. 
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EPITAPHS. 



ON 



A CELEBRATED RULING ELDER. 



Here sowter **** in death does sleep ; 

To hrll, if he 's gane thither, 
SataD, gie hina thy gear to keep, 

He '\X haud it weel th^ither. 



ON 
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ON A NOISY POLEMIC. 

Below thir staues lie Jamie's banes : 

O death, it's my opinion, 
Thou ne'er took such a bleth'rin b-tch 

Into thy dark dominion ! 



ON WEE JOHNNY. 



Hicjacel wee Johnnie. 



Whoe'er thou art, O reader, know, 
That death has murder'd Johnnie! 

An' here his body lies fu' low * 

For savl he ne'er had ony. 



FOR THE AUTHOR'S FATHER. 

» 

O YE whose cheek the tear of pity stains, 
Draw near with pious rev'rence and attend ! 

Here lie the loving husband's dear remains. 
The tender father, and the gen'rous friend. 



The 
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The pitying heart that felt for human woe ; 

The dauntless heart that fear'd no hu man pride ^ 
The friend of man, to vice alone a foe ; 

" For ev*n his failings lean'd to virtue's side."* 



FOR R. A. ESQ. 

Know thou, O stranger to the fame 
Of this much lov'd, much honoured name! 
(For none that knew him need be told) 
A warmer heart death ne'er made cold. 



FOR G. H. ESQ, 

• • • • 

The poor man weeps^-'here G ■ n sleeps. 
Whom canting wretches blam'd: 

But with such as Ae^ where'er he be. 
May 1 be sav'd or d dl 



A BARD'S 






* Goldsmith. 
VOL. III. X 
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A BARD'S EPITAPH. 



Is there a whim-inspired fool, 
Owre fast for though t, owre hot for rule, 
Owre blate to seek, owre proud to snool^ 

Let him draw near ; 
And owre this grassy heap sing dool» 

And drap a tear. 



Is there a bard of rustic song, 
Who, noteless, steals the crowds among. 
That weekly this area throng, 

O, pass not by ! 
But, with a frater-feeling strong. 

Here, heave a sigh. 



Is there a man, whose judgment clear, 
Can others teach the course to steer. 
Yet runs, himself, life's mad career, 

• • • , ■ 

Wild as the wave ; 
Here pause— and, through the starting tear. 

Survey this grave. 



The 
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The poor inhabitant below, 
Was quick to learn and wise to know» 
And keenly felt the friendly glow. 

And softer flamBy 
Bnt thoughtless follies laid him low, 

And stain'd his name ! 



Reader, attend — whether thy soul 
Soars ^ncy's flights beyond the pole, 
Or darkling grubs this earthly hole. 

In low pursuit ; 
Know, prudent, cautious self-control. 

Is wisdom's root. 



X % ON 
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ON 



THE LATE CAPTAIN GROSE'S 



Per^rinations through Scotland^ 



COLLECTING THE ANTIQUITIES OF THAT KINGDOM. 



Hear, Land o' Cakes, and blither Scoter 
Frae Maidenkirk to Johnny Groats ; 
If there's a hole in a' your coats, 

I rede you tent it : 
A chield's amang you, taking notes» 

And, faith, he'll prent it. 

If in your bounds ye chance to light 
Upon a fine, fat, fodgel wight, 
O' stature short, but genius bright. 

That 's he, mark weel— 
And wow I he has an unco slight 

C cauk and keel. 



By 
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By some auld, houlet-haunted biggin • 
Or kirk deserted by its riggin, 
It 's ten to ane ye 11 find him snug in 

Some eldritch part,- 
Wi' deils, they say, L — d safe 's ! colleagnin 

At some black art. — 



Ilk ghaist that haunts auld ha' or chamer. 
Ye gipsey-gang that deal in glamor, - 
And you deep read in hell's black grammar. 

Warlocks and witches ; 
Ye 11 quake at his conjuring hammer, 

Ye midnight b es. 



Jt^s tauld he was a sodger bred. 
And ane wad rather fa'n than fled ; 
But now he 's quat the spurtle-blade, 

And dog-skin wallet, 
And ta'en the — Antiquarian trade, 

I think they call it. 



He 



* Vide his Antiquities of Scotland. 
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He has a fouth o* auld nick-nackets : 
Rusty airn caps and jinglin jackets,* 
Wad haud the Lothians three in tackets, 

A towmont guid; 
And parritch-pats, and auld saut-backets, 

Before the Flood, 



Of £ve*s first jGre he has a cinder ; 
Auld Tubalcain's fire-shool and fender ; 
That which distinguished the gender 

O' Balaam's ass ; 
A broom-stick o' the witch of Endor, 

Weel shod wi' brass* 



Forbye, he'll shape you aff, fa* glcqg, 
The cut of Adam's philib^: 
The knife that nicket Abel's craig 

He '11 prove you fully, 
It was a Guiding jocteleg, 

Or lang-kail guUie. — 



Bat 



* Vide his treatise on ancient armour and weapons. 
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But wad ye see him in his glee, 
For meikle glee and fun has he, 
Then set him down, and twa or three 

Quid fellows wi' him; 
And partf O port I shine thou a wee, 

And then ye '11 see him ! 



Now, by the pow'rs o* verse and prose ! 
Thou art a dainty chiel, O Grose ! — 
IVhae'er o' thee shall ill suppose, 

They sair misca' thee ; 
I'd take the rascal by the nose, 

Wad say, Shame fa' thee. 



TO 
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TO 



MISS CRUIKSHANKS, 



A VERY TOUNG LADY. 



Written on the Blank Leaf of a Book^ 
presented to her by the Author. 



Beauteous rose-bud, young and gay. 
Blooming on thy early May, 
Never may'st thou, lovely flowV, 
Chilly shrink in sleety showV ! 
Never Boreas' hoary path. 
Never Eurus' pois'nous breath. 
Never baleful stellar lights. 
Taint thee with untimely blights I 
Never, never reptile thief 
Riot on thy virgin leaf I 
Nor even Sol too fiercely view 
Thy bosom blushing still with dew ! 

Ma/st 
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May'st thou long, sweet crioisoQ gem, 
Richly deck thy native stem ; 
'Till some ev'ning, sober, calm. 
Dropping dews aiid breathing balm, 
While all around the woodland rings. 
And ev'ry bird thy requiem sings ; 
Thou, amid the dirgeful sound. 
Shed thy dying honours round, 
And resign to parent earth 
The loveliest form she e'er gave birth. 



ON 
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ON HEADING IN A NEWSPAPER 



THE DEATH OF JOHN MCLEOD, ESQ. 

Brother to a young Ladjfy a particular Friend 

of the Author^s. 



Sad thy tale, thou idle page. 

And rueful thy alarms : 
Death tears the brothier of her love 

From Isabella's arms. 

Sweetly deckt with pearly dew 
The 'morning rose may blow; 

But cold successive noontide blasts 
May lay its beauties low. 

Fair on Isabella's morn 

The sun propitious smil'd ; 
But, long ere noon, succeeding clouds 

Succeeding hopes beguiFd. 

Fate 



315 

Fate oft tears the bosom chords 
That nature finest strung : 

So Isabella's heart was form'd 
And so that heart was wrung. 

Dread Omnipotence,, alone. 
Can heal the wound he gave ; 

Can point the brimful grief-worn eyes 
To scenes beyond the grave. 

Virtue's blossoms there shall blow, 
And fear no withering blast ; 

There Isabella's spotless worth 
Shall happy be at last 



THE 
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THE HUMBLE PETITION 



OF 



BRUAR WATER* 



TO THE 



NOBLE DUKE OF ATHOLE. 



My Lord, I know, your noble ear 

Woe ne'er assails in vain ; 
Embolden'd thus, I beg you 11 hear 

Your humble Slave complain, 
How saucy Phcebus' scorching beams, 

In flaming summer-pride, 
Dry-withering, waste my foamy streams. 

And drink my crystal tide. 



The 



* Bruar Falls, in Athole, are exceedingly picturesque and 
beautiful; but their effect is much impaired by the want of 
trees and shrubs. 



J 
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The lightly-jumpin glowrin trouts, 

That thro' my waters play, 
If, in their random, wanton spouts. 

They near the margin stray; 
If, hapless chance ! they linger lang, 

I 'm scorching up so shallow, 
They 're left the whitening stanes amang. 

In gasping death to wallow. 



Last day I grat wi' spite and teen. 

As Poet B**** came by. 
That, to a bard I should be seen 

Wi' half my channel dry : 
A panegyric rhyme, I ween. 

Even as I was he shor'd me ; 
But had I in my glory been, 

He, kneeling, wad ador'd me. 



Here, foaming down the shelvy rocks. 

In twisting strength I rin ; 
There, high my boiling torrent smokes, 

Wild-roaring o'er a linn : 
Enjoying large each spring and well 

As Nature gave them me^ 
I am, altho' I say 't mysel, 

Worth gaun a mile to see. 



Would 



318 

Would then my noble master please 

To grant my highest wishes. 
He 11 shade my banks wi' tow'ring trees^ 

And bonnie spreading bushes. 
Delighted doubly then, my Lord, 

You '11 wander on my banks. 
And listen mony a grateful bird 

Return you tuneful thanks. 



The sober laverock, warbling wild. 

Shall to the skies aspire ; 
The gowdspink, music's gayest chitd^ 

Shall sweetly join the choir : 
The blackbird strong, the lintwhite clear^ 

The mavis mild and mellow ; 
The robin pensive autumn cheer. 

In all her locks of yellow : 



This too, a covert shall injure, 

To shield them from the storm ; 
And coward maukin sleep secure. 

Low in her grassy form : 
Here shall the shepherd make his seat. 

To weave his crown of flow'rs ; 
Or find a sheltering safe retreat. 

From prone descending show'rs. 



And 
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And here, by sweet endearing stealth, 

Shall meet the loving pair. 
Despising worlds with all their wealth 

As empty idle care . 
The flowVs shall vie in all their' charms 

The hour of hea?'n to grace, 
And birks extend their fragrant aroks 

To screen the dear embrace. 



Here haply too, at vernal dawn. 

Some musing bard may stray. 
And eye the smoking, dewy lawn, 

And misty mountain, grey ; 
Or, by the reaper's nightly beam. 

Mild-chequering thro' the trees. 
Rave to my darkly dashing stream. 

Hoarse-swelling on the breeze. 



Let lofty firs, and ashes cool. 

My lowly banks o'erspread. 
And view, deep-bending in the pool. 

Their shadows' wat'ry bed I 
Let jfragrant birks in woodbines drest 

My craggy cliffs adorn ; 
And, for the little songster's nest, 

The close embow'ring thorn. 



So 
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So may old Scotia's darling hope. 

Your, little angel band, 
Spring, like their fathers, up to prop 

Their honour'd native land ! 
So may thro' Albion's farthest ken. 

To social-flowing glasses, 
The grace be — " Athole's honest men, 

*' And Athole's bonnie lassies T 



. T 



• > 



OS 



3^1 



ON 



SCARING SOME WATER-FOWL 



IN LOCH TXTItIT, 



A Wild Scene among the Stills of Oughtertyre. 



Why, ye Tenants of the lake, 
For me youi* wat'ry haunt forsake ? 
Tell me, f^Uow-creatures, why 
At my presence thus you fly ? 
Why disturb your social joys, 
Parent, filial, kindred ties? — 
(Dommon friend to you and me» 
Nature's gifts to all are free : 
Peaceful keep your dimpling wave^ 
Busy feed, or wanton lave ; . 
Or, beneath the sheltering rock, 
Bide the surging^ billow's shock. 

VidL. III. Y Coofltioutf^ 



/i 
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Conscious, blushing for our race. 
Soon, too soon, your fears I trace. 
Man, your proud usurping foe, 
Would be lord of bHI below : 
Plumes himself in Freedom's pride, 
Tyrant stern to all beside. 

The eagle, from the cliffy brow, 
Marking you his prey below. 
In his breast no pity dwells, 
StroBg aecessity compels. 
But man, to whom alone is giv'n 
A ray direct from pitying heav'n, 
Glories in his heart hu inane — 
And creatures for his pleasure slain. 



In these savage, liquid plains. 
Only known to wand'ring swains'. 
Where the mossy rivlet stray's, 
Far from human haunts and' wa^s^; 
All on Nature you depend. 
And life's poor season peaceful sp^nd. 

Or, if man s stiperior ittighi 
Dare invade your Aatii^e rights ' 
On the lofty eth^r bo]fn^» 
Man with iAl Ids poii^ltg^ you scora^ ;: 

. .Swiftly 
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Swiftly seek, on claQging wings. 
Other lakes and other springs ; 
And the foe you cannot brave, 
Scom at least to be his slave. 



Y 2 



WRITTEN 
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WRITTEN WITH A PENCIL 



Over the Chimney-Piece^ in the Parlour of the 
Inn at Kenmore^ Taynumth. 



Admiring Nature in her wildest grace, 
These northern scenes with weary feet I trace ; 
O'er many a winding dale and painful steep, 
Th' abodes of covey'd grouse and timid sheep^ 
My savage journey, curious, I pursue, 
'Till fam'd Breadalbane opens to my view. — 
The meeting cliffs each deep*sunk glen divides, 
The woods, wild scatter'd^ clothe their ample 

sides ; 
Th' outstretching lake, imbosomed 'mong the 

hills, 
The eye with wonder and amazement fills ; 
The Tay meand'ring sweet in infant pride. 
The palace rising on its verdant side ; 
The lawns wood-fring*d in Nature's native ta^te; 
The hillocks dropt in Nature's careless haste ; 

The 
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The arches striding o*er the new-born stream ; 
The Tillage, glittering in the noontide beam — 



Poetic ardors in my bosom swell. 
Lone wand'ring by the hermit^s mossy cell : 
The sweeping theatre of hanging woods ; 
Th' incessant roar of headlong tumbling floods- 



Here Poesy might wake her heav'n*taugbt lyte, 
And look through nature with creative fire ; 
Here, to the wrongs of fate half reconcil'd, 
Misfortune's ]ighten*d steps might wander wild; 
And Disappointment, in these lonely bounds, 
Find balm to sooth her bitter rankling wounds : 
Here heart-struck Grief might heavenward stretch 

her scan, 
And ii^ur'd Worth forget and pardon man. 



WRITTEN 



dti 



WRITTEN WITH A PENCIL, 



Skmdit^Jnf tie Fatt of FgfePii^ n^r LoeAhm: 



Amoi^g the h^athy^ hSt^ littd i-k^^ed ^06&i ^ 
The roaring Fyers pours his mossy floods ; 
^ill full he dashes on the rocky mouuds, 
Where, thro' a shapeless breach, his stream re- 
sounds. 
As high in air the bursting torrents flow, 
As deep recoiling surges foam below, 
Prone down the rock the whitening sheet de- 
scends. 
And viewless echo's ear, astonish'd rends. 

Dim-seeD, 



t 

Dim-seen, through rising mists and ceaseless 

show'rs, 
The hoary cavern, wide-surrounding, low'rs^. 
Still thro' the g%p the struggling riv^r toils. 
And still below, the horrid caldron boils — 



i 
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ON 
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ON THE BIKTH 



OF 



A POSTHUMOUS CHILD, 



Baim in peculiar Circumstances of family 

Distress. 



3 WEST FlowVetp pledge o' meikleloTe^ 
And Ward o' mony a pray'r, 

\fhsit heart p' stane wad thou na move, 
Sae helpless, flf wee};, ai^d fair ! 

November hirples o^er the lea. 

Chill, on thy loyely form ; 
And gane, alas I the shelt'ring tree. 

Should shield thee ^ae the storm. 



May 
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May He who gives the ridn to pour, 
And wings the blast to blaw» 

Protect thee frae the driving sbowV» 
The bitter ^ost and snaw. 

May He, the fiiend of woe and want» 
Who heals life's various stounds. 

Protect and guard the mother plant. 
And heal het cruel wpupds. 

But late she flourished, rooted fast. 
Fair on the spmiQer , morp : 

Now feebly bends she, in the blast, 
Unshelter'd and forlorn. 

Blest be thy bloom, thou lovely gem, 
XJnscath'd by ruffian hand ! 

And from thee many a parent sten^ 
Arise to deck our land. 



t 
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AULD NIBOR, 



* J - • . I 



\ :.:.'; • / «0 • ' 'i' ». 



I'm three times, doubly, o'er your ^debtor. 
For your auld-farrent, frien'ly letter ; 
Tho* I maun say't, 1 doubt ye flatter, 

Ye speak sae fair. 
For my puir, silly, rhymin' clatter 

Some less maun sair. 



Hale 



* This is prefixed to the poems of David Sillar, published 
at Kilmarnock, 1789. 
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Hale be 3rour heart, hale be your fiddle ; 
LaDg may your etbuck jink and diddle, 
Tae cheer you thro' the weary widdle 

O' war'ly cares, 
Till bairns' batrM kindly cuddle ^ 

Your auld, gray hairs. 



But Daviie, )a^, I'm red ye're glaikit ; 
I'm tauld the Muse ye b^ negieekit; 
An' gif it's sae, je sUd be ticket 

5 Until ye fyke ; 
Sic hauns as yov sud ne'-er be faiket. 

Be hain't wha like. 



For me, I'm on Parnassus* brink, 
Rivin the words tae gar them clink ; 
Whyles da^x't wi* l^vie, wi^yles daez't m* tf rifrft, 

Wi' jads or masons ; 
An' whyles, but ay owne late, I think ' 
'*" ■ ■ ' Braw sober lessons. 



Of a' the thoughtless sons o' man, 
Commen' me to the Bardie clan ; 
[Except it be some idle plan 

O' rhyrain' clink. 
The devil-haet, that I sud ban. 

They ever think. 



Nae 
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Mae thought, nae view, nae scheme o* livin', 
Nae cares tae gie us joy or grieviu' ; 
But just the pouchie put the nieire in. 

An' while ought's there, 
Then hiltie, skiltie, we gae scrievin'. 

An* fash nae mair. 



Leeze me on rhyme! it's aye a treasure, 
My chief, amaist my only pleasure, 
At hame, a-fiel^ at wark or leisure. 

The Muse, poor hizzie ! 
Tho' rough an' raploch be her measure. 

She's seldom lazy. 



Hand tae the Muse, my dainty Davie: 
The warl' may play you monie a shavie; 
But. for the Muse, she'll never Jeave ye, 

Tho' e'er sae puir, . 
Na, even tho'. limiHa yti' the spavie 

Frae door tae door* 



A VISION. 



J 
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A VISION. 



As I stood by yon roofless tower, 

Where the wa*-flower scents the dewy air. 

Where th' ho wlet mourns in her ivy. bower, , 
And tells the midnight moon her care. 

The winds were laid, the air was stilly 
The stars^ they shot alang the sky ; 

The fox was howling on the hill, 
And the distant-echoing glqns reply. 

The stream, adown its hazelly path, 
Wa&.rushing by the4*uin!d-wa'^, 

♦Hasting to join the sweeping Nith, 
Whase distant roaring swells and fa's. 



The 



♦ Variatum. To join yon river on the Strath. 



3a4 

The cauld blae north was streamiQg forth 
Her lights, wi' hissing eerie din ; 

Athort the lift they start and shift, 
Like fortune's favours, tint as win. 



^By heedless chance I tum*d mine eyes. 
And, by the moon-beam, shook, to see 

A stern and stalwart gfaaist arise, 
Attir'd as minstrels wont to be. 



Had I a statti^ been o* stane, . 

His darin look had daunted me ; , 
And on his bonnet grav'd was plain. 

The sacred posy — Libertie ! 



And frae his harp sic stmns did flow. 
Might rous'd the slumb'ring dead to h6Ut ; 

But oh, it was a tale of woe. 
As ever met a Briton's ear ; 



He 



* VariaHotL Now locking ev^t firdi nd hnU, 

Her horn the pale-fac'd Cynthia rear'ds 
When, \o, in fonn of minstrel auld, 
A stem and stalwart ghaist appeared. 



He sang wi' joy the former day, 
He weeping waiFd bis latter times ; 

But what he said it was nae play, 
I winia i^nttirt m miy rhymes/ 



« 



* This poem, an imperfect copy of which was printed in 
Johnson's Museum, is here given from the poet's MS. ¥nth 
his last corrections. TOtgiiworyy. so finely described, is 
taken firom nature. The poet is supposed to be musing by 
night on the banks of the river Cluden, or Clouden, and by 
the ruinst of Lincluden-Abbey,- founded in tfaatwelDth c^- 
tury, in the jreign of Malcolm IV., of whose present Mtua* 
tion the reader may find some account in Pennant's tour in 
^8^<»tls(nd| or G¥6se% Antfqu^tlets 6f lliatf dSVisnon or tbe 
island. Such a time and such a place arc^ \99dt fitted for 
holding cooverse' withaavial h^n^^ TlK>ufh^ titiflh |K>em 
has a political bias, yet it may be presumed that no reader 
of taste, whatever his opinions may be, would forgive its 
being omitted% Our pofit's prudence sfuppreased the mwf €f 
Libertie, perhaps fortunately for his reputation. It may be 
questioned whether, even in the resources of his genius, a 
strain of poetry eonld h<ive l&ecin fbtafd^ Worthy dt the gran- 
4em add sitenmity of this fttiptHMdcm. ' ' E. 



f 



t 



Copy 



i$6 



Copif of a Po^al Address to Mr. JftBiam 
Toiler, with the Present of the Bards 
Picture* 



Revered defender of beauteous Stuart^ 
Of Stuart, a name once respected, 

A name, which to love was the mark of a tree 
hearty 
But now 'tis despised and neglected : 

Tho* something like moisture conglobes in my 

eye, 
Let no one misdeem me didoyal ; 
A poor friendless wand'rer may well claim a 

sigh, 
Still more, if that wand'rer were royal. 

My fathers, that name have rever'd on a throne; 

My fathers have fallen to right it ; 
Those fathers would spurn their d^enerate 
son. 

That name should he scoffingly slight it. 

Still 
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Still in jyrayers for K — G— t most heartily 

' ' join, ' 

"THKc^ Q^, atifl the rest of the gentry, 
Be they ; wise, be they foolish, is liothing of 
initie; 
X heir title 's avow'a by my country. 

But why of that epocha make such a fuss, 



But loyalty truce ! we're on dangerous ground. 
Who knows how the fashions may alter? 

The doctrine, to-day, that is loyalty sound, . 
To-morrow may bring us a halter. 

I send you a trifle, a head of a bard, 
A trifle scarce worthy your care ; 

But accept it, good Sir, as a mark of regard. 
Sincere as a saint's dying prayer. 

Now life's chilly evening dim shades on your 
eye. 
And ushers the long dreary night ; 
But you like the star that athwart glides the 

sky, 
^ Your course to the latest is bright. 

VOL. III. z My 
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My muse jilted me here, and turned a corner 
on me, and I have not got again into her good 
graces. Do me the justice to believe me sin- 
cere in my grateful remembrance of the many 
civilities you have honoured me with since I 
came to Edinburgh, and in assuring you that 
I have the honour to be 

Reveraid Sir, 

Your obliged and very humble Servant, 

R. BURNS. 

Edinburgh, 1787. 



The* 



33d 



ThefoUamng Poem was written to a Gentleman 
who had sent him a News-paper ^ and offered 
to continue it free of expense. 



Kind Sir, I've read your papei" through, 

And fdith, to me, 'twas really new ! 

How gnessed ye. Sir, what roaist I wanted ? 

This mony a day I've grain'd and gaunted. 

To ken what Fr^ich mischief was brewin ; 

Or what the drumlie Dutch were d<3in ; 

That vile doup-skelper. Emperor Joseph, 

If Venus yet had got his nose off; 

Or how the collieshangie works 

Atween the Russians and the Turks; 

Or if the Swede, before he halt. 

Would play anither Charles the twalt: 

If Denmark, any body spak o't ; 

Or Poland, wha had now the t^ck o't; 

How cut-throat Prussian blades were hingin ; 

How libbet Italy was singin ; 

If Spaniard, Portuguese, or Swiss, 

Were sayin or takin aught amiss : 

Or how our merry lads at hame. 

In Britain's court kept up the gamer 

2 2 How 
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How royal Geoi^e, t1;ie Lord leuk o'er him ! 
Was managing St. Stephen's quorom ; 
Jf sleekit Chatham Will was livin, 
Or glaikit Charlie got his nieve in ; 
How daddie Burke the plea was cookin, 
If Warren Hastings' neck was yeukin ; 
How cesses, stents, and fees were rax'd, 
Or if bare a — s yet were tax'd ; 
The news o' princes, dukes, and earls. 
Pimps, sharpers, bawds, and opera girls ; 
If that daft buckie, Geordie W***s; 
Was threshin still at hizzies' ta^ils ; 
Or if he was grdwn oughtlins dousor. 
And no a perfeqt kiBtra cooser.^ 
A' this and mair I never heard of; 
And but for you I might despair'd e£ 
So gratefu', back your news [ send you, 
And pray, a' guid things may attend you } 

EUUland, Mandai^ Mamin^, 1790. 



POEM 
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POEM 



ON PASTORAL POETRY/" 



Hail Poesie ! thou Nymph reserv'd ! 
In chase o' lihee, what crowds hae swerv'd 
Frae common sense, or sunk enerv'd 

'Mang heaps o* clavers ; 
And och ! o'er aft thy joes hae starv'd, 

ftlid a' thy ikvors ! 

* 

Say, Lassie, why thy train amang, 
While loud, the trump's heroic clang,. 
And sock or buskin skelp alang 

To death or marriage ; 
Scarce ane has tried the shepherd-sang 

But wi' miscarriage? 



In 



* This poem was found ]by Dr. Carrie among Bums's 
papers, and in. his* handwriting ; but there is some doubt of 
its being his. * G. B. 
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In Homer's craft Jock Milton thrives ; 
Eschylus' pen Will Shakespeare drives ; 
Wee Pope, the knurlin, 'till him rives 

Horatian fame ; 
In thy sweet sang, Barbauld, survives 

£ven Sappho's flame. 



But thee, Theocritus, wha matches ? 
They're no herd's ballats, Maro's catches; 
Squire Pope but busks his skinkKn patches 

Q' heathen tatters : 
1 pas9 by hun^ers^ nameless wretches, 

fhat ape tIjLeir betters. 



In this braty age o' wit and lear, 
Will nane the Shepherd's whistle mair 
Blaw sweetly in its native air 

And rural grace ; 
And wi' the far-fam'd Grecian share 

A rival place? 



Yes ! there is ane ; a Scottish callan ! 
There's ane ; come forrit, honest Allan I 
Thou need na jouk behint the hallan, 

A chiel sae clever ; 
The teeth o' time may gnaw Tamtallan, 

But thou 's for even 



Thott 
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Thou paints auld nature to the nines/ 
In thy sweet Caledonian lines ; 
Nae gowden stream thro* myrtles twines, 

- Where Philomel, 
While nightly breezes sweep the vines. 

Her griefs will tell J 



In gowany glens thy bumie strays, 
Where bonnie lasses bleach their claes ; 
Or trots by hazelly shaws and braes, 

Wf hawthorns gray, 
Where blackbirds join the shepherd's lay? 

At close o* day. 



Thy rural loves are nature's sel ; 
Nae bombast spates o' nonsense swell ; 
Nae snap conceits, but that sweet spell 

O^ witchin love ; 
That charm that can the strongest quell. 

The sternest move, 



SKETCH. 



* To the mnet^exactly. ;E, 
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SKETCH. 



NEW YEAR'S DAY. 



To Mrs. DUNLOP. 



This day, Time windB th' exhausted cbaiii, 
To run the twelvemonth's length again : 
I see the old, bald-pated fellow, 
With ard^it eyes, complexion salktw^' 
Adjust the unioipair'd idachihe. 
To wheel the equal, dull routine. 

The .Ueo. ,0,.; W H... 
In vain assail him with their prayer; 
Deaf as my friend, he sees them press. 
Nor makes the hour one .moment less. 
Will you (the Major 's with the hounds. 
The happy tenants share his rounds : 

Coila's 
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Coila's fair Rachiel's cafe to day,"* 

And blooming Keitb 's engaged with Gray;) 

From housewife cares a minute borrpw-— 

— That grandchild's cap will do fo-morpow-rr 

And join with me a moralizing. 

This day 's propitious to he wise in. 

First, what did yesternight deliver? 

" Another year is gone ibr iever,^' 

And what is this ' day '« Strang soggestioa? 

" The passing mom'^it 'sail we rest on T^ 

Rest on — ^x what ? what do we berePi 

Or why iegaard tb^ passii^ yeav ? " ; 

Will time, amus'd with proverb'd lore, 

Add to our date one minute more ? 

A few days may — a few years must — 

Repose us in the silent dust. 

Then is it wise to damp our bliss ? 

Yes— all such reasonings are amiss ! 

The voice of nature loudly cries, 

And many a message from the skies, 

That something in us never dies : 

That on this frail, uncertain state. 

Hang matters of eternal weight : 

That future life in worlds unknown 

Must take its hue from this alone ; 

Whether 



* This young lady was drawing a picture of Coila, from 
the ^Hision, p. 99. 
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1¥hether as heavenly glory bright. 
Or dark as misery's woeful night — 
Since then, my hbnor'd, first of firiends. 
On this poor being all depends ; 
Let us th' important now employ, 
And live as those who niever die. 
Tho' you, with days and honors crown'd^ 
Witness that filial circle round, 
(A sight life's sorrows to repulse, 
A sight pale envy to convulse^ 
Others now claim your chief regard ; 
Yourself, you wait your bright reward, 



EXTEMPORE. 
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EXTEMPORE 



ON THE LATE MR. WM. SMELLIE, 



Anthor of the Philosophy of Natural Hisiory, and 
Member of the A^iquarian and Royal Societies of 
Edinburgh* 



To Crochallan came* 
The old cock'd bat, the grey surtout, the same; 
His bristling beard jast rising in its might, 
'Twasfour long nights and days to shaving night; 
His uncomb'd grizzly locks wild staripg, jthfitch'd 
A head for thought profound aqd plea^r» un- 
matched : 
Yet tho' his caustic wit was biting, rud^. 
His heart was w^nn, benevolent, and good. 



■^— *- 



* Mr. Smellie, and our poet, were both members of a dub 
in Edinburgh, under the name of Crochallan J^npibles. ^ 



POETICAL 
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POETICAL INSCRIPTION 



FOR 



AN ALTAR TO INDEPENDENCE^ 



At KerrouglUry, the Seat of Mr. Heron. 
[Written in Summer, 1795.] 



f 

Thou of aD independent mind/ 

With toul resolv'd, with soul resign'd ; 

Prepared Pow'r's proudest frown to brave, 

Who wilt not be, nor have a slave : 

Virtue alone who dost revere, 

Thy own reproach alone dost fear, 

Approach this shrine, and worship here. 



SONNET. 
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SONNET, 

ON THE DEATH OF ROBERT RIDDEL, ESQ. 

OF GLEN RIDDEL. 

• r 

Jpril, 1794. . ' 



No more, ye warblers of the wood, no more. 
Nor pour your descant, grating, on my soul: 
Thou young-eyed Spring, gay in thy verdaut 
stole, 
More welcome were to me grim Winter's wildest 
roar. 

How can ye charm, yeflow'rs, with all your dyes? 
Ye blow upon the sod that wraps my friend : 
How can [ to the tuneful strain attend, ? 

That strain flows round th' untimely tomb 

where Riddel lies.* 

Yes, 

* Kobert Kiddel, Esq. of Friar's Carse, a very worthy 
ch^Lracter, and one to whom our bard thought himself under 
many obligations. It is a curious circumstance, that the ttoo 
concluding lines express a sentiment exactly similar to one of 
the most beautiful passages in the ** Pastor Fido," from the 
7th to the l(Hh line of the Monologue, at the opening of the 
3d Act; yet Bums had no acquaintance with Guarini's 
work. Feeling dictates to genius in all ages, and all coun- 
tries, and her language must be often the same. £. 
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Yes, pour, ye warblers, pour the notes of woe, 
And soothe tAe Virtues weeping on this bier : 
The Man of Worthy and has not left his peer, 

Is in his " narrow house" for ever darkly low. 

Thee, Spring, again with joy shall others greet, 
Me, mem'ry of my loss will only meet. 



MONODY, 
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MONODY, 



ON A LADY FAMED FOR OER CAPRICE. 



How cold is that bosom which folly once fired, 
How pale is that cheek where the rouge 
lately glistened ! 
How sileDt that tongue which the echoes oft 
tired, 
How dull is that ear which to flattery so 
listened ! 

If sorrow ™d«««ish theire.it.™.. 

From friendship and dearest affection re- 
moved ; 
How doubly severer, Eliza, thy fate, 

Thou diedst unwept as thou livedst unloved. 

Loves, Graces, and Virtues, I call not on you ; 

So shy, grave, and distant, ye shed not a tear : 
JBut come, al] ye offspring of Folly so true. 

And flowers let us cull for Eliza's cold bier. 

WVll 
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Well search through the garden for each silly 
flower, 
Well roam through the forest for each idle 
weed; 
But chiefly the nettle so typical, shower. 
For none e'er approached her but rued the 
rash deed. 

We'll sculpture the marble, we'll measure the 
lay; 
Here Vanity strums on her idiot lyre ; 
There keen Indignation shall dart on her prey, 
Which spuming Contempt shall redeem from 
his ire. 



THE EPITAPH. 



Dere lies, now a prey to insulting ii^l^ct, 
What once was a butterfly gay in lifers beam : 

Want only of wisdom denied her respect, 
Want only of goo(Jness denied her esteem. 



Tht 



saa 



Answer to a Mandate sent hy the Swrveyor of 
the Windows f Carriages^ SfC. to each Farmer 
ordering him to send a signed List of his 
Horses^ Servants^ Wheel-Carriages^ SfC. and 
whether he was a mai^ried Man or a Bachelor y 
and what Children they had. 



Sir, as your mandate did request, 
I send you here a faitbfu' list, 
My horses, servants, clrts, and graith. 
To which I'm free to tak my aitb. 



Imprimis^ then, for carriage cattle, 
I hae four brutes o' gallant mettle, 
As ever drew before a pettle. 
My hmd-aforel^ a guid auld has-^been,, 
And viright and wilfu' a* his days seen ; 

VOL. III. 2 a My 
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* The fare-bOffs« on the kft baad, in the plough. 
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My lumd^ kin,* a guid brown filly, . 
Wba aft has borne me safe frae Killie;! 
And your auld borougb mony a time^ 
In days when riding was nae crime : 
Myyiir-a-Ain^ a guid, gray beast, 
As e'er in tug or tow was trac'd : 
The fourth, a Highland Donald hasty, 
A d-mn'd red-wud, Kilbumie blastie. 
For-by a cowte, of cowtes the waje. 
As ever ran before a tail ; 
An' he be spar'd to be a beast. 
Hell draw me fifteen pund at least. 



Wheel carriages I hae but few. 
Three carts, and twa are feckly new ; 
An auld wheel-barirow, mair for tokeu, 
Ae leg and baith the trams are broken ; 
1 made a poker o' the spindle. 
And my auld mither brunt the trundle. 
For men, I've three mischievous boys, 
Run-deik for rantin and for noise ; 
A gadsman ane, a thresher tother. 
Wee Davoc bauds the nowte in fother. 



Iriilc 



^ The hindmost on the left-hand, in the plough. 

t Kilmarnock. 

\ Thesami^ on the right hand, in the plough. 
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I rule them, as 1 ought, disci-eetly, 
And often labour them compleatly; 
And ay on Sundays duly nightly, 
I. on the. questions tairge them tightly. 
Till faith wee -Davoc's grown sae gl^, 
(Tho' scarcely langer than my leg) 
He'll screed you off effhctttal calling ^ 
As fast as ony in the dwalling. 



I've nane in female servant station, 
Lord keep me ay frae a' temptation ! 
I hae nae wife, and that my bliss is, 
And ye hae laid nae tax on misses ; 
For weans I'm mair than weel contented. 
Heaven sent me ane mair than I wanted ; 
My sonsie, smirking, dear-bought Bess, 
She stares the daddie in her face, 
Enough of ought ye like but grace. 
But her, my bonny, sweet, wee lady, 
I've said enough for her already. 
And if ye tax her or her mither. 
By the L — d ye'se get them a' thegither ! 



And now, remember, Mr. Aiken, 
Nae kind of licence out I'm taking. 
Thro' dirt and dub for life I'll paidle. 
Ere I sae dear pay for a saddle ; 

2 A 2 I've 



I've sturdy stamps, the Lord be Ui^udkod! 
And a' my gates oa foot 111 ^lank it. 

Tliis list wi' my ain hand I've wrote it, 
The day and date as under noted ; 
Then know all ye whom it concerns 
Subscript kuie 

ROBERT BURNS. 



V * 



IMPROMPTU, 
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IMPROMPTU^ 



On Mn '* Birth Dtijf, 4M No». 1793. 



Old Winter with his frosty heard, 
Thus once to Jove his prayer preferred ; 
What have I done of all the year, 
To bear this hated doom severe ? 
My cheerless -suns no pleasure know ; 
Night's horrid car drags, dreary, slow : 
My dismal months no joys are crowning, 
But spleeny English hatiging, drowning. 



Now, Jove, for once be mighty civil, 
To counterbalance all this evil ; 
Give me, and I've no more to say. 
Give me Maria's txatal dayl 
That brilliant gift will so enrich me. 
Spring, summer, autumn, cannot match me ; 
TTis done ! says Jove ; so ends my story. 
And Winter once rejoic'd in glory. 



TO 
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TO A YOUNG LADY, 



»JISS JESSY LEWARS, DUMFRIES; 



With Books which the Bard presented her. 



Thine be the volumes, Jessy fair^ 
And with them take the poet's prayer ; 
That fate may in her fairest page, 
With every kindliest, best presage. 
Of future bliss enrol thy name : 
With native worth, and spotless fame. 
And wakeful caution still aware 
Of ill — but chief, man'3 felon snare ; 
All blameless joys on earth we find,. 
And all the treasures of the mind — 
These be thy guardian and reward ; 
So prays thy faithful friend, the Bard. 



SONNET, 
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■ SONNET, 

Written on the 25th January ^ 1 793, the Birth- 
* daif of the Author^ on hearing a Thrush sing 
in a Morning Walk, 

% 

Sing on, sweet thrush, upoo the leafless bough, 
. Sing on, sweet bird, I listen to thy strain, 

See aged Winter, 'mid his surly reign. 
At thy blithe carol clears his furrow'd brow, 

' ■ '■ ■•. 

So in lone Poverty's dominion drear. 

Sits meek Content with light unanxiousheart. 
Welcomes the rapid moments, bids them part. 

Nor asks if they bring ought to hope or fear^ 

I thank thee, Author of this opening day ! 

Thou whose bright sun now ^ilAs yon orient 
skies ! 

Riches denied, thy boon was purer joys. 
What wealth could never give nor take avvay ! 

Yet come, thou child of poverty and care 
The mite high heaven bestowed, that mite witli 
thee I '11 share. « 



EXTEMPORE. 
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EXTEMPORE. 

To Mr. S**E, 

On rtfusii^, to dine with hunt after having been 

promised the first of Company and the first. 

of Cookery, VJth December, 1795. 

JNfo more of your guests, be they titled or Bot, 
-And cook'ry the fii^st ia the natioii : 

Who 18 proof to thy personal converse and ynt^ 
Is proof to all other temptation. 



To Mr. S**E, 
With a present of a dozen of Porteir. 

O HAD the malt thy strength of mind. 
Or hops the flavour of thy wit ; 

'Twere drink for first of human kind, 
A gift that e'en for S**e were fit. 

Jerusalem Tavern, JDumfries, 



POEM. 
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POEM, 



Addressed to Mr. Mitchell^ Collector of Excise, 

Dnnifries, 1796. 



Friend of the Poet tried and leal, 
Wha, wanting thee, might beg or steal ; 
Alake, alake, the meikle deil 

Wi' a' his witches 
Are at rt, skelpin ! jig and reel, 

In my poor pouches. 



I modestly fu' fiiin wad hint it. 
That one pound one^ I sairly want it : 
If wi' the hizzie down ye sent it, 

[t would be kind : 
And while my heart wi' life-blood dunted 

I'd bear't in mind. 



So 



. . ■ > 



3<n 

So may the auld year gang out moaning 
To see the new come laden, groaning, 
Wi' double plenty o'er the loanin 

To thee and thine ; 
Domestic peace and comforts crowning 

The hale design. 



POSTSCRIPT. 

Ye've heard this while how I've been licket^ 
And by fell death was nearly nicket : 
Grim loon ! he gat me by the fecket. 

And sair me sheuk ; 
But by guid luck I lap a wicket. 

And tum'd a neuk. 



But by that health, I've got a share o't, 
And by that life, I 'm promised mair o% 
My hale and weel I'll tak a care o't 

A tentier way : 
Then farewell, folly, hide and hair o't, 

For ance and aye. 



S&i 
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Sent to a Gentleman wham he had offended. 



Xhe friend whom wild from wisdom's way. 
The fumes of wine infuriate send ; 

(Not moony madness more astray) 
Who but deplores that hapless friend ? 

Mine was tir insensate frenzied part. 
Ah ! why should I such scenes outlive ! 

Scenes so abhorrent to n^y heart I 
Tis thine to pity and forgive. 



K 



POEM 
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POEM ON LIFE, 



ADDRESSED TO COLONEL DE PEYSTER, 

DUMFRIES, 1196. 



My honored colonel, deep I feel 
Your interest in the Poet's weal : 
Ah I now sma' heart hae I to speel 

The steep Paraadsus^ 
Surroiinded thui§ by bolns pill. 

And potion glasses.* 



O what a canty warld were i1^ 
Would pain and care, and sickness spare it ; 
And fortune favor worth and merit. 

As they deserve : 
(And aye a rowth, roast beef and claret ; 

Syne wha wad starve ?) 



Dame 



Dame Life> tho' ^btion out. may inck her. 
And in paste geniB aod fHppery deck htt ; 
Oh ! flickering, feeble, s^nd un«icker 

I've fbnttd her still. 
Ay wavering like the willow* wicker, 

Twe^ good and ill. 



Then that cwr«t cariQagaoIe, auld Satan, 
Watches, like baudrona by a rattan, 
Oar sinfu' saul to get a claute on 

Wi' felon ire ; 
Syne, whip ! bis tail ye '11 ne'er cast s^aut on» 

He/9 off like fire. 



Ah Nick ! ah Nick ! it is na fair. 
First shewing us the tempting ware, 
Bright wines and bonnie lasses rare, 

To put us daft ; 
Syne weave, unseen, thy spider snare 

O' hell's damned waft* 



Poor man the flie, aft bizzes bye. 
And aft as chance he comes thee nigh, 
Thy auld damned elbow yeuks wi' joy. 

And hellish pleasure ; 
Already in thji»fancy's eye, 

Thy sicker treasure. 



Soon 
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Soon heels o'er gowdie ! id be gangs. 
And like a sheep-head* on a tangs. 
Thy girning laugh enjoys his pangs 

And murdering wrestle^ 
As dangling in the wind^ he hangs 

A gibbet's tassel. 



But lest you think I am uncivil. 
To plague you with this dratinting drivel, 
Abjuring a' intentions evil, 

I quat my pen : 
The Lord preserve tts frae the devil 

Amen! amen! 



ADDRESS 
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ADDRESS 



TO 



THE TOOTH-ACHE. 



My curse upoi^ thy venom'd stang. 
That shoots my tortur'd gums alang ; 
And thro' my lugs gies mony a twang, 

Wi' gnawiqg vengeance ; 
Tearing my nerves wi* bitter pang, 

Like racking engines ! 

When fevers burn, or ague freezes, 
Rheumatics gnaw, or cholic squeezes ; 
Our neighbour's sympathy may ease us, 

Wi' pitying moan ; 
But thee-i-thou hell o' a' diseases. 

Ay mocks our groan ! 

Adown my beard the slavers trickle ! 
I throw the wee stools o'er the mickle. 
As round the fire the giglets keckle, 

. To see me loup ; 
While raving mad, I wish a heckle 

Were in their doup. 



\ ^ 



O'a* 
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O' a' the num'rous human dools, 
I'll har*sts» daft bargaius, cutty-stools^ 
Or worthy friends rak'd T the mools, 

Sad sight to see I 
The tricks o' knaves, or £aish o' fools, 

Thou bear*st the gree. 

Where'er that place be priests ca' hell. 
Whence a' the tones o' mis ry yell, 
And ranked plagues their numbers tell. 

In dreadfu' raw. 
Thou, TooTH-AcHE, surely bear'st the bell 

Amang them a' ! 

O thou grim mischief-making chiel. 
That gars the notes of discord squeel, 
'Till daft mankind aft dance a reel 

In gore a shoe-thick ;-^ 
Gie a' the faes o' Scotland's weal 

A towmood's Tooth- Ach^ ! 



TO 
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TO 



ROBERT GRAHAM, ESQ, 



OF FINTRA, 



ON RECEIVING A FAVOR. 



I CALL no goddess to inspire my strains, 
A fabled Muse may suit a bard that feigns ; 
Friend of my life ! my ardent spirit bums^^ 
And all the tribute of my heart returns. 
For boons accorded, goodness ever new. 
The gift still dearer, as the giver you. 

Thou orb of day ! thou other paler light ! 
And all ye many sparkling stars of night; 
If augbt that giver from my mind efface ; 
If I that giver's bounty e'er disgrace ; 
Then roll to me, along your wandering spheres, 
Only to number out a villain's years ! 



VOL. in. 2 B EPITAPH 
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EPITAPH 



I 



ON 



A FRIEND 



An honest man here lies at rest» 
As e'er God with his J mage blest, 
The friend of man, the friend of truth ; 
The friend of age, and guide of youth : 
Few hearts like his, with virtue warm'd. 
Few heads with knowledge so inform'd : 
If there's another world, he lives in bliss ; 
If there is none, he made the best of this. 



A GRACB 
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GRACE BEFORE DINNER. 



O THOU, who kindly dost provide 

For every creature's want ! 
We bless thee, God of Nature wide, 

For all thy goodness lent : 
And, if it please thee, Heavenly Guide, 

May never worse be sent ; 
But whether granted, or denied, 

Lord bless us with content ! 



Amen/ 



2 B 2 TO 
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TO 



UT DEAR AND MUCH HONOURED FRIEND, 



Mbs. DUNLOP, of DUNLOP. 



ON SENSIBILITY. 

Sensibility how charming, 
Thau, my friend, canst truly tell : 

But distress with horrors arming, 
Thou hast also known too well ! 

JPairest flower, behold t^e lily, 
Blooming in the sunny ray : 

Let the blast sweep o'er the valley. 
See it prostrate on the clay. 

Hear the wood-lark charm the forest, 
Telling o'er his little joys : 

Hapless bird ! a prey the surest. 
To each pirate of the skies. 



Dearly 
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Dearly bought, the hidden treasure. 
Finer feelings can bestow'; 

Chords that vibrate sweetest pleasure, 
Thrill the deepest notes of woe. 



A Verse composed and Treated by Burns to 
the Master of the House^ on taking have at 
a Place in the Highlands^ where he had been 
hospitabfy entertained. 



When death's dark stream I ferry o*er, 
A time that surely shall come ; 

In Heaven itself, I '11 ask no more, 
Than just a Highland welcome. 



THE 
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THE TOAST. 

(Written with a dtamond Pencil on a Glass Tumbler, 
and presented to Miss Jessy Lewars, now Mrs. 
Thomson, Dumfries^ a deservedly great fiivourite of 
the Poet's, and a kind and soothing friend to Ifnu 
BvBNS at the time of his death.) 



Fill me with th^ rosy whi^ 
Gall a toast — ^a toast divine ; 
Give the Poet's darling flame, 
Lovely Jessy be the name ; 
Then thou mayest freely boast, 
Thou hpst given a peerless to£|st 



375 



The same liady, com{daining of some slight indisposi* 
tioiiy Burns told her he should take eare to have an 
Epitaph ready for her in case of the worst, which he 

■ 

likewise wrote on a Glass Tumbler, to tnake a pair 
with the other, as follows : 

Epitaph an Miss Jessy Lewars. 

Say, sages, what 's the charm on earth, 

Can turn Death's dart aside : 
It is not purity and worth, 

Else Jessy had not died. 



On her Recovery. 

But rarely seien since Nature^s birtb^ 

The natives of the sky. 
Yet still one Seraph 's left on earth. 

For Jessy did not die. 

R. B. 
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About the end of May, 1796, Mr. Bbowk, (an un« 
married man,) tbe Surgeon who attended BuBNg in 
his last illness, happened to call on him at the same 
time with Miss Jbsst Lbwabs. In the course of 
conversation, Mr. Bbown mentioned, that he had 
been to see a Collection of wild Beasts just arrived 
in Dumfries. By way of aiding his Description, be 
took the Advertisement (containing a List of tbe 
Animals to be exhibited) from his pocket. As he 
was about to hand it to Miss Lewabs, the Poet took 
it out of his hand, and with some red ink standing 
beside him, wrote on the back of the Advertisement 
the following Lines, exclaiming as he returned it to 
Mr. Bbown, that now it was fit to be presented to 
the Lady. 

This Advertisement, with the red Lines on the back, is 
still in the possession of the Lady, preserved as a 
precious Relique^ 



Xalk not to me of savages 
From Afric's burning sun, 
No savage e'er could rend my heart 

As, Jessy, thou bast done. 

» 

But Jessy's lovely hand in mine, 

A mutual faith to plight. 
Not even to view the heavenly choir, 

Would be so blest a ^ight. 



EPITAPH 
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EPITAPH 



For Mr. Gabriel Richardson, Breteer, 
Dumfries; (but who, much to the Satisfac- 
tion of his Friends, has not yet reeded one, 
1819). 



Here Brewer Gabriel's fire 's extinct, 
And empty all his barrels : 

He 's blest— if, as he brew'd, he drink 
In upright honest morals. 



LINES 
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LINES 

Written on the back of a Bank-Note, which came in 
the ordinary course of Circulation into the hands of 
Mr« J. F. Gbacie, Dumfries. The Lines are. ^vU 

« 

dentl y inBuBNs's hand-writing. 



Wae worth thy power, thou cursed leaf, 

Fell source o' a' my woe and grief ; 

For lack o' thee I've lost my lass. 

For lack o' thee I scrimp my glass. 

I see the children of aifiictibn 

Unaided, through thy cursed restriction. 

I've seen the oppressor's cruel smile 

Amid his hapless victim's spoil : 

And for thy potence vainly wished. 

To crush the villain in the dust. 

For lack o' thee, I leave this much lov'd shore, 

Never, perhaps, to greet old Scotland more. 

Ii« S. 

Kyle. 



APPENDIX. 
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APPENDIX. 



It may gratify curiosity to know some particulars of 
the history of the preceding Poems, on which the 
celebrity of our Bard has been hitherto founded; and 
with this view the following extract is made from a 
letter of Gilbert Bums, the brother of our Poet, and 
his friend and confidant from his eaiiiest years. 



Mougiel, ami April, 1706. 
DEAR SIR, 

Your letter of the 14th of March I 
received in due course, but, from the hurry of 
the season have been hitherto hindered from 
answering it. I will now try to give you what 
satisfaction I can in regard to the particulars 
you mention. I cannot pretend to be very 
accurate in respect to the dates of the poems, 

but 
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but none of them, except . Winter^ a 'Dirge^ 
(which was a juvenile production) The Death 
and Dying Wards af paar Maillie, and some 
of the songs, were composed before the year 
1784. The circumstances of Khe poor sheep 
were pretty much as he has described them. 
He had, partly by way bf frolic, bought a ewe 
and two Iambs from a neighbour, and she was 
tethered in a field adjoining the house at Loch- 
lie. He and I were going put, with our teams, 
and our two younger brothers to drive for us, 
at mid-day ; when Hugh Wilson, a curious 
loipking awkward boy, clad in plaiding, came 
to us with much anxiety in his face^ with the 
iuformation that the ewe had entangled her- 
self in the tether, and was lying in the ditch. 
Robert was much tickled with JTteoc's appear- 
ance and postures on the occasion. Poor 
Maillie was set to rights, and when we return- 
ed from the plough in the evening, he repeated 
to me her Death and Dying Wards pretty 
much in the way they now stand. 

Aa>.ug fte ^arfie^t of h« poeo-s ^ «,. 
JEpistle ta Davie. Robert often composed 

» 

without any r^ular plap. When, any thing 
made a strong impression on his mind, so as to 
rouse it to poetic exertion, he would give way 
to the impulse, and embody the thought in 
rhyme. If he hit on two or three stanzas to 

please 



APPENDIX, 383 

please him, he would tbea think of proper 
introductory, connecting, and concluding stan- 
zas ; hence, the middle of a poem was often 
first produced. It was, I think, in sunimer, 
1784, when in the interral of harder labour, 
he and I were weeding in the garden, (kail- 
yard) that he repeated to me the principal part 
of this epiistle. I believe the first idea of 
Robert's becoming an author was started on 
this occasion. I was much pleased with the 
epistle, and ^aid to him, I was of opinion it 
would bear being printed, and that it would be 
well received by people of taste ; that I thought 
it at least equal, if not superior, to many of 
Allan Ramsay's epistles, and that the n^rit of 
these, and much other Scotch poetry, seemed 
to consist principally in the knack of the ex- 
pression, but here, there was a strain of in- 
teresting sentiment, and the Scotticism of the 
language scarcely seemed affected, but appear- 
ed to be the natural language of the poet ; that 
besides there was certainly some novdty in a 
poet pointing out the consolations that were in 
store for him when he should go a b^ging*. 
Robert seemed very well pleased wiA my 
criticism, and we talked of sending it to Some 
Magazine, but as this plan afforded no oppor- 
tunity of knowing how it vrould take, the idea 
was dropped. 

It 
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. Jt fKa/ii I.,tUl4^ in tjlteu viDt#fi fQl]bo^^ as 
.1r^,.MrerQ«0(»i^§<tqf^a)eJr wUhiimrjts-^rofNaj to 

me tb$ A^^trm *9 tkaDeil, The.curioqi^44i^ 
«f such aQ.i^4nas9 ^<¥)fl .9MS8«4f4i'^ Jnw Jlil7 
ninning ot«i; i4.ii«|,,iiVD<)»..tl|e jpa^.J^u^icWP 
acconpts aA4 i:QpT^«9^t}Oii8 ,Mr« bajirf) fivfn.KiS^ 

jcM JPpclor JBar>ilioo^,,.thpugb.j)pt,paMj^MWl 

j(fi ^Ci year . 178j^ . : Tbc , scboaNfkl^ t^^- 
,][>ol^M^,pari«fi», ta eke up tb^ <9ca#t{f,sf|t|e|irtfl«Qie 

>l^<^Ybed %Q tbaA,pifd&il.plsw8.pf Ri«% ^^^MIIn^ 
.(mibop.of g)(Qf;ec)(.gopdp. , iffai^qg twi ii ifl iJill l fc ^ 

f9ediciQe» boibs^ addi^ libi« «il4 oj[ ^|||» i««4i- 
^eii<tp J)»9. UMe trade, fie bj»4 8»ti?k(fbw- 
b)U prwted, at the bot(;om 9f .-^bicb^'Oi^fyijIpfil- 
jpgjhis own incapacity,, be. hfd A4yecti$e^^^thl»t 
." aflyipe jtrould be given in comoMn (iis«a4«v 
<* at the shop griitis." . ..AoAtert ,waci 9|)»/iBa40g- 
meeting in Tarbolton, when the Dominie un- 
faiftufately joa.^ ,tQp <)iti^t%t)oj|ft) 9fl<l«|H>tr of 
bi^ me^cf^ fikWUt iA« b^/paf^Aiii <^ iDHfir 
fflg 4roi9kitJtiiau n^jctji^csL oC.9^ill$Q( ai>^b|l|i». 
lli^«.the^)|)){iq%,«)U$r«,ibe.id^|pr{b«it»(hlf OM^ilV 

^i[itfkP«iilhM, #q^ ) «f iitbfif0> Aawiui& «4fi^ 
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paritk>Q \^ nientiOM in his lettar to Dr. Moore^ 
crDMed his mind ; this set him to work for the 
i^t of toe way boiiie« These eircaoistaneeg he 
jrdlated when be repeated the verses to me nejKt 
aftei*aooD, as I was holding the plough^ and 
be w4s letting the water off the field beside me. 
The JSpistle to John Lapraik was produced 
exactly on the oci^asion described by the author* 
He says in that poem. On /aite§^e'w we had a 
roekint (p* 236.) I believe he has omitted the 
word racking- in the glossary. It is a term 
derived from those primitive times, when the 
countrywomen employed their spare hours Ja 
spinning on the rock, or distaff. This simple 
implement is a very portable one^ and well 
fitted td the social inclination of meeting in a 
Odgbbour's house ; hence the phrase of going 
ii roekingt or with the rock. As the connexion 
the phrase had with the implement was for* 
gotten when the rock gave place to the spinning- 
wheel, the phrase came to be used by both 
sexes on social occasions, and men talk of 
going with their rocks as well as women. 

It was at one of these rockings'^t ovtt house, 
when we had twelve or fifteen young people 
with their rocks^ that Lapraik's song, begm* 
ning — ** When I upon thy bosom lean," w«s 
am^, and we were informed who was the author. 
Upcm thia» Rdlmrt wrote bia£rat apMtle to Imj^ 

YOU III. % c raik. 



fftik, tod 4ii» ileeOD^ id re^j^ tia( Utj a&iMwn 
The v6r^& to tb€f Moftae aAd JH«MMftttf» A^ 
%ere doiopoeed en the (ktd&Mobs metttidaec^i 
•ad-while tbe antbop w«is hotdkig the t>l<d«^ t 
i dould poupit out the particular spot whete 
dach^wsis compoAed. Holding the plough ^^ 
it faTonte sitaftti<Hj)fc with- Robert Ibr pideileotfol- 
positionto, a^fsomeof' hii» ^etit veto^es weit 
j^roduded. ^hite •hewtai at ^at ejiEeMili0.< lieD^ 
yal oif the poeins • we^ produced 1^- tte pff»]pia%ift 
ttfi britfgBBg> forward wine iaVduCite i^tMOcfM 
«^!the a^hor.- ffe us^%i>4«lmEb esrcd^ thtNt 
ftertffrold nbttv^»il eoBeci¥e! b vt^ttt^>mtsi^^ 
ipiic^are <o^ huHKin- lifej €t«K ft nHMb ^^Ili«it 
ifaik^ In casting' afiottt ii^ hi# iftiad^l«(rT4hii 
toHttiilltottfErigbt^' brought fot!ir^t4f ikk ^^ 

It*obkrt hid frdqtaent^f iteBKolt^f&'tMltt'CllKIt Baft 
^tougbt^hat- there trcuti coofeAi&g pt^M^aa^ 
ittnei^ble in ibe phrase, '^^ Let «i»;«itt«iM|^ 
CkMi," used by a d^eceMabh^ hb»d 9f'«a*M^ 
hItvodAcihg ^mily worship. '#a»th^:4<^tiiaii»t 
of the flMhdr ibe Wdrid i« i«deWted>-l(J»> lh» 
Cattei^s Saturday Night. Tbe Innt' of^tiie >plani 

«Ml^>title Of the pQfett,^ i#«i<e takM<ffrUii)l?ftr|^ 

«iiatel filehstire in tiew in wbteh I \^Ils ndl 
thought fit ti> partibipafe, We-uSed f^eqn^ii^ 

i^^^m the BlkBdtty ^tftiernbOtt&^t^bMMtil^ 

, i h i" - • l^ttS 
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cibois bffiftthili^^tiineb tb A« lafeourfn^ pari ^of 
tte' toiHia«mt jr) £Hid enjoy td fmth Sundays M 
iMmld make ooe n^ret to ise^ ti>eiv -imaili^tr 
d|Mi«^6d4^ it mM in «tie > ^ tfae»6 1ir$ilk«' l^vtf' 
1^ imt )bad: the file^sure of Itedrllis* Id^e* tiith^i 
n^pMSttt the C9iter'9 JShtwdag NigM^ * I d^ OOt 
i^eo^ltett to have read dr iidard ttay titng 1^^ 
Wbk^ I was «io« hif^lf deetr^ai.' , The^flAK; 
stod stsctb 'tftpnzM^ miA the eigbteentfa^ Ifaflllt^d 
witk fpecttliar extei^y dtreiG^ «Erf Sitm). I inMM: 
tirni t^te to yo«i, tlMtt yt^^tmy-neewb^^hit'i^: 
teite cd'vailietitpeittcratuiiisBii I ahoiM^be^^iA 
to* Icliowr if 'ttfe enligfateoed usiad and ^jfi^ii^ 
tMMti* <if M»^ BmcoA, whaljA9 borne* Hiieii 
kotaorable' teirtimonf to : tiak paemti : ai^ees mth 
tm 'in tbe selectioiL JPep^sson> iis ja$?jifajffot» 
IQ»^>ar Sdinboflgfa, i feelieve, likfewia^ folrmilQ^ 
ed! ^ Mut of the HAnwki bite of 4fae JZoJ^iJ^i^^ 
Th^ ftrdnal 9celie dbli prnt tiiei^ ddsiMribm: «mll 
dftdn ' a faToritei £eld of hie obmri^atioa^ aMA 
ftifCM Ai06t of the ; meidents^ be . ibeutiofis h^ 
Atflttailjr ^passed Ikefone bis «^« U is ^oarocil^ 
Migemary <» motitiem, rtiiat tlie JUsaiw^ waa 
Mopastd 30D( tiiat cmfoiitvnata paast^^ ia |pi 
MMfin&aial'iih indrfitb i hai«a fiije|iti([»|e# 

lii>ai^liitter «»il£isiiDb&lo^^aSter ili»^mi4h^ 

Jon ^.£v? I i[j'uvi^ lu /> ju ;;: >'>:'j^';i^t^a(9|i|)pa 
istroia ^ 2 c 2 
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fraotkm of his* feelings had a little subsided.^ 
The Tale of^ Twa Dags wag composed after * 
the resolution of publishing was nearly tak«i« 
Robert bad hfid a dog, which he called Za/uithy 
that was - a great favorite* The dog bad been 
killed 'by the wanton cruelty of some person^ 
the night before my fother's death. Robert 
said to me» that he should like to confer such 
immoRtality as he could bestow upon . his. old 
fiiiend JLuath^ and that he had a great, oiin^ to- 
initroduce something into the book under ther 
title of Stanza$ to the Memarjf of a qmdruped 
Fhiend; but this plan was giv^n.^ip fpr the 
TW^ ;9a it now stands. C<esar was iperely the 
creature of the ppet's imaginationj, crea^ for 
fhe purpose .qf, holding chat, with bis fay^rk^ 
l4uqt^4 Tbe first .tifne Robert heard the si>ioQet 
playctd upon^: was^t t^e house of Dr. jLawrie, 
th0a.iQ!ini$t^r of the parjsb of Loudon, now io 
OlafigoWy having given up the parish. in favour 
of hiS:SOB( Dr.Lawrie has several daughters, 
09^ ^f them played ; the father^ and mother 
lad down, the dance ; tl^e rest of tl^e sisters^ the 
bi^Qt^er, the. poet, and the other guei^ts, miked 
mit^ It was. a delightful fiaimily sceqe.for bur 
poet, then lately introduced to the world. Hts 
mind was roused to a poetic enthusiasm, and 
the stanzas,, p. jlP^j.l^ere leftin.the room ^wherp 
he: slept w It W31J8 to , Dr. ^awrie J that t)r. 
Blacklock's letter was addressed, which ipy 

brother 
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brothdr,' in hb letter to l>r. Moore, tncntioBai 

> ' '' 

^s the reasbn of his going to Edinburgh. > 

, Whenoiy father^fewec? his little property iiba^ 
AIlowa)sKirk, ttie wall of the Qhurchyavdr bad 
gojie to ruin, attd battle had fte^iib^rty 6f^ pas- 
turing in it. My father, with^ Iwb br 'tliree 
other lieighbourd, joined' tn ieln^ {({jplretttibn to 
the; town council of Ayi", ^tho^M^ere^feiiperiorjC 
pf {he idjoiiling land, fbi- Tiba*ty fo^J^^M it, 
Ittid raised by subscription a ^liUi-'ibr iiitfl^siAg: 
thii ancient 6enifetery with a^Wilh* fieAfee*^!^ 
came'ib considerit as'hi^ btirf&[r|)lii<^, aWd^^WJ^ 
Teanied tHal reverencie foV ft, ^peoplfe g^hei^irtiy 
liave for the .burial place of' thteir '^rifcfesfefS^/ 
My Brother li^as living in lilliSlaiia, Whetf'Ca^ 
tain Gfrose, on his pere'^inationi^ thi*o\igb^fikibi- 
Iand,:staid some, time at Carsfe^b6tiS6; iti^flfttt 
neighbourhood, with Captaih RobM ' RlddiiH 
o^ Glen-Riddel, a particular friferid'bf^fii> Wo* 
tWs. The Antiqu^ridh^ an^d tfie Ptotet^tfef^ 
^' Unco pack and thick thegithdr." Roh^fe 
reijdested of Ciaptain Grose, Vheil * hle^^dhottd 
come to Ayrshire, that he' wodld ihkke &*&htk^ 




of claim to lay do wii *his bones^ HUMn ^HU&f 



Hie scene of many a gooA stoVy^dlf Vltbli^'tiiU 

apparitions^ 



itpparitionSy ^wUicli he knew the Captain wi« 
Tery fond. The GapUdn agreed to the requedt^ 
provided the poet would fiimish a witch-story 
to be priftt^ along with it. Tarn o' Skanter 
ifiM pi^odirc^ on this oceai»ioti, and wa» first 
^\kh\\fShe^^' Orme's AntiquHie$of8^ 

J **»^'*'* 'f •,!*. •'• "•-••"''Si." 

^ If'Bifir poem tii feunded* on a traditional stofy* 
mt^^'l^dii^g' y^Wurnst^ntes of a wsm ridingf 
bodife very B^te^lt^m AyK ^ a stormy Hi^Bt^ 
hid scieitag'tf light- in Alio way-Kirk, faia haVklg 
flie etirioisity tb ' look in, his seeing < a dinace of 
tfitn^es, With the detil playing Wthe fn^'-IM^e 
to theiji, ^he scanty 6oTeiii^ of 'one of iAe 
wi^dies^^Skrhlch tnade htm So fkr fer^^umitlf 
flis fit ^rV-^HW loim^n ' Mi»rf mtI^ /--^wxtil tie 

Iri^'i^iy, Vhilt bato be well attested bgrniii&y 
ttfe^^tedAbte old ^e^ple in thtit ii<^bourtoodi 

I do i^t at present recollaol aaly ciretnn-t 
Stances respecting the other poems, that could 
1^ M ^rititeresting^ even $ome <yf lihoeel ikai^ 
teeBttibfaecT; I am s^id^ may s^|i|»earMtrjAiag 
eib^ugh; hfttt yotf "will opily make«iie «f what 
ippliati^'ttt ytoti^ctitoSe^«ttm»* ^ ^ * ^ ^ ^ 

The following Poems in the first fidiitfaniigb 
f^ition, were not in that pubMshod 19 S^ihMft 



« • 



Qock • DeiUh and. Dr. HomijQCik ; T^f ^^ig^ 
of Ayr; ..The Calf; C^^ po^t.bfid Ijpea with 
Mi^ Oavin fiamiltoa ia the morniiigy wbg s%xd 
joculurly to Mm whe» he was going, to phw-qji, 
in allusion to the injunction of s^ipie.ps^irent^ to 
thcuff c^iidr^^. that he miial be sur^ ta bring 
-him a note Of the germon at mid'^day ; this ad* 
diMfl to t^ ' Be^er0Dd. Gefith^oan on , hi^ text 
iBa« acoor^qgijr prodttoed.) TheOr4ifiat4m^f 
S%e AMtf$s 4o the Unto Guid; Tarn SanMon^s 
JStegffi'^L Winder Nig^ht; SUmzas ontAe sqff^ 
-^MOiim w thcr preceding Praj/Mr; Verses 10 
^m^t^er^e^J^riends house; THJ^^ Peqim; 
iffgMgfer Mnder^ the pressure qfvioi^ Angmsji; 
W^ Jinst^ Bk) . Verses of the ni/^^fietA J^ifc^nf ; 
•!ffimeS' ' to ^Mies Lgg4m . ^ith > J^^iie's, ^oepiif ; 
Th'O^ Haggis; Address. i0..JB4isibm^g^},jQh% 
MatieyMTH f^ Whm Gilford ^ChUd ; Se^nd 
yonxhiU^ wk^e StineharJ^os^s ; iQrm^giroMfth^ 
Rashes; Again rsfoicing Nature sees; The 
gieemy ^ight; NoChsrehman ant /. ' 



» • 



i ;If ^yott hecffe .nm^ei Bern the firi»t «ditiopi,}t 
AvfJil^ ipeituf^sb not b^ ^misft, t^ trai^Q)fil^f^ j()i« 
|?k?efMajf.t|iat yoifr ivie^ 8e<9 |be ma^n^r i^^^jl^ 
the poet made hw ^vstawe^traok appfi^af^^to 
Ihe bat of piiUid judgment * 

^,... Preface 



* 

..,1 .-,,1. -.>.)..,-: -i,;- >>";■ ••'•■ •■' ■ ■*- t •• 
• •« ) i)ii>A I •! - l> I' • ■ • . . -. •• 

JPrffffce tpjtlffjSt^t edition ofSurtui's Ppeou, 
^^^^ ^^pt^lisifitf at.Kihufrnock. , ,., 

. "^ Jp;^ f<|ll^fl|T^f?ng Trifles iffe npt the (irQ^iao- 
** tion of the poet, who, with all the adviiii- 
** tages of learned art, and, perhaps, amid the 
" . e]|^H^ japjjl, idlenf^ses of uppjet .life* iooks 
" dow^i^^oi; /f^ural, theme, wjth iifi eye tf^.Tinio- 
** pptup, Dj- ,yii;gii,,f, Jo, the ^thpr of Jhip, ,ti»^e 
'^ a^d|,o|j^e<[ ,f;€;)lebrat^ qam^, thear coijuitnjr' 
'^ men, are, at least in their original language, 
" A fountain shu( up^ and a book sealed. Ua- 
", aj9qu^ifn^4 wifji .^be n^c^spary r,equ|f^4)r' 
" .cp™9pe9^Pff{P<»^>y rule, he siogs ^^^^^s^^jti- 
f Ojjjnts and p^o^, hefelt»^«jkWiH^})io)fl^f 
if agi^hf^ rustjc. cpmjjj^Fs a!:oaif(;Jl.,h|gi,i,i».ftfe 
*' and their natiyelangaage. Thqiigh s^-ri^iP^ev 
*' from his earliest years, at least, fron^the ear- 
" H?^U'W»*M«!s of^Jthe «iofter,p8iS8iioof, i^ wap not 
" 'l'l.75?y,.^tel^« ^^-t tK apfil^H^i^perbftps 

" M^ 9^ fmjf\ mi^M. .^op »ff4,^»gttefeflf a 
- . *' ings, 



<' iDgs, the loves, the griefe, the hopes, the fears; 
^^ in bis own breast ; to find some kind of couii- 
^* t^rpoise to the Wtraggl^s of a V^6rld, always 
'' an alien sdene, a task ancbtrthfWtlie poetical 
'^ mind — these were bis motives for courting 
<' the diuisds, aud^itf these' he fbunA' pdblry to 
** 'be its oWrt rewird. -^ - ' *"* '''/ ' "" ; 

'«♦ Now ihnAMe Appear^' ih' th6'|yuMic' di^l-kc- 
« ti^dfaii atithW; he "does it'with'fekr'and 
'«" treinbli'tig. Sb ' deak* is fam^ ' t<y the rljymibg 
"'tt^i'that'bveil' he; an obte'dre, ^^melesd 
'* 'Sslt^, ' shrMks aghast at the th4!)'dghi of'being 
""brand'e^ As — An imperfinehi^lBclihead, 'ob- 
"'iKrddflf^ bis htfnsebse on tfa^ w6rld';'*a%d, 
«<*%r^eamb fi^^'^an'mrake ^'sbift'to'^glci a'il^v^ 
"iJSbg^^r'Sbtftch rbymetf td^^thy^/ tdbkffng 
" >V^|)bn**UithEfeir'as' a pof^'bf nii l^all c'oti^e- 
<« ^ijuttifc* fortodth ! ' - u.i.. !••. 



"^It is •^n" 6b'servai3i$n of that celebrated 
" poet, Shenstone, irhose. divine el^es do ho- 
** nou^ to K>\st lan^dage, ' Oar natidh/ '^d "our 
'*< s^eit^s; "(fairit ' ,a%Mt% 1ia9 dejii'i^sed liUtrf 
**i«L '^itts^'tb ^ herniit, but nev^r '^FsM^Bbe 
^♦-to>fettie!» ^ ahy'fcWtfc'iiatches at tteV<JVd 
*» ;gwlil(W,'^the'idttthbF ItelK him, once for all, 
*^ that he certainly looks: upon himself a* pos- 
*f nest of BotOB poetic abilities, othemrise his 

" publishing 



U 



f^ fmbliHiiiBg ia the maniier kehM dM(e^ w<MiId 
^ be a mameuYre . below, the ww$t oharaeler; 
'* which, he hopes, his worst ^iieiny will ever 
*^ give him. But to the genius of a Raiuaay^ 
^^ or the glorious dawniugs of the poor uufor* 
f/ tuuate FergufisoD, he, with equ^i u&afiedted 
sincerity, declares, that, evtn in his highest 
pulse of yanity, he has not the most dis- 
'^ tant pretensions.. These tw0 ju$!0y admired 
f f Scotch poets he has oft^ h94 ia h}a ef^ in 
'< the following pieces; but ralher with J^ ^iew 
M to kindle at their flame than for seryile imi-' 
" tation. 

.^* To his subscribers, the Author returns his 
'' tidost sincere thanka. Not th0 mere^ary 
^^ bow ovar acounter, blit Ibe hdarl-thvoblling 
^ ^ati<Me of the bardi oMsci^iia b&w^ touch 
'^'he owes to benevolence anil ipieftAali^,rfcr 
** gratifying him, if he des^ve it, in ithat 
f* 'deid^BSt' wish of erery poetic bMOnb-^^^fto^be 
>* difitfiagoished. ' He ^he^'hi» waBAet^psp^^ 
^ 'cukrly ihe learned 'a)id^^|yQUti9,wW«my 
"^^ honour hlfu with a pevMal, ^thlit tba^'il^ 
'^ make every aliowalUQn foi« isdncotiiiii am^ eir^ 
f < tsnrasfettoes of life ; bntj if aftinr a fhir, eandid, 

^^ Mctdd^'^f^ ddl^ibi^i'atfii At)tiB0ttkji:lMihi«k<^te 
i>l ;^&ift$ %^ «Ks he» iiMibld iiiiv:dl9t?)Mtta 4^^ 
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^ othcm-4-.ktt liitii be oondemned wijdMttt mfircy; 
^* to tontempt and oblivion," . . 






I anr, dear B^r, ' 

Your «9M>s| obedient, himible S^^mU 

Gilbert Buiu^s, 



» * 



XI tr 



^^' 









.:i 



f .. ' ■ .• . r ' I ^ r •• 



/ i 1 •. • . « I 



' r 



iliCi tUfl history <tf 1^ Fofimi iirbtiel\ «M:»qqii^ 
teined m> this !i^kinne» it mtgr be ^ddied^^tbitt 
our Autbov «ppeara to have mada little ult^^ 
tioR in U»»n flUer their original comptimtioQ^ 
«j&Mpt ill Mine few ifistftiu^es Vfrbej:9j^tt9id^rable 
(MU^tions diam hw^^ introduced* iAft«r th£i .baA 
#Mrac)led Ae »btie0jo£ tbe-pabliCiibyi^ first 
IMiitiMi^* Tftridus critieiAniB ^vi^re offered bioi on 
the peculiarities of bis style, as well as of his 
seotimenttf, and some of these^ which remain 
ttmong his ibitiiiieariptfi, ^m bjnp^^ns «f ^eat 
taste and judgment , $ome few of these critic 
|:ism» bV 9ido|M;ed,, bpt ik^ M grpajpr jgptit be 
fejcct^; and, though sdmethiug has byjt^ 

means 
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^eans beeb lost in point of delicacy and cor- 
rectnesSy yet a deeper' impression is left of the 
strength and originality of his jgenius. The 
firmness of our poet's character, arising from a 
just confidence in.his own powers, may, in part, 
explain his tenaciousness of his peculiar ex- 
presisions ; but it may be in soUi^ • d^ree ac- 
counted for, also, by the circumstances under 
which the poems were composed. Bums did 
not, like mek of genius boni undef hap^er 
auspices, retire, in the moment .pf inspiration, 
to the silence and solitude of his study, and 
commit his verses to paper as they arranged 
themselves in his mind. Fortune did not afibrd 
him this indulgence. It was during the toils 
of daily labour that his fancy exerted itself: 
the muse, as hie himself informs us, ibund bim 
lit the ptougb. * ta thin situation, it was neces- 
sary to fix his verses on his memory, and it 
was often many days, nay weeks, after a poem 
■was finished, before it was written down.^ 
During' air this time, by frequent repetition, 
the association between the tfaonglit and the 

^.expression 

Mn|4sifitt% Mdinfifci^^^ a.jfairip^t^5|£0eaei^ 

ti<|fi)^baye repeated every poem of aliy donseqiieiio^ be bad 
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expression was confirmed, and the impartiality* 
of taste with which written language is reviqwed 
and retouched after it has faded on the memory^ 
could not in such instances be exerted. The 
briginal manuscripts of many of his poems are 
preserved, and they differ in nothing material 
from the last printed edition. Some few yaria- 
tions may be noticed. 

* - . . . 

1. In TAe Authors earnest Cry and Pra^er^ 
after the stanza, p. 23, banning 

Ersktnej a sjmnkie Norland JSillie, 

there appears^ in his book of manuscript, . the 
following; 



J -'I ^\- 1 1 



J- »s' 



Thee Sodger Hugh, my watchman stentedL 
If Bardies e'er are represented ; " ' 
I ken if that your sword were w:anted 

Ye 'd lend your hand. 
But when th^e s ought to say anent it. 

Ye i*e at a stand. 

Sodger Hugh is evidently the present earl of 
£glintoun, then colonel Montgomery; x>f Coils* 
%ldi,aij4.r^presen|i^^^ 

(xfiAyr, ,.W,hy:,tlvs ^a?, l§ft, put^i», i^lMilpg 
ilN9tt& nofetaiqieaf . : <i3^haoiioibW aMi ;iflnttx]H>j|nUi^ 



• • 
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sorry to ms tfais natice ofr y^v tiuwliar.Aoi^ 
it'fae, by .a bwd^ whose genkuGl he atfanireii^ bxA 
uriiose^te be iBtneatedi. 



»f 



' •• 



.ft. Jitt Tke Addrestio the Deil^ ^ttt aeeeoi 
ikttisa, an page 74^ rra origkifetlLy Aus v ^ 

Lang syne in Eden's happy Ifcene^ 
Wb^n strappin' Adam's days were green, ^ 
; And JBt« was like my honnie Jea&, 

My deftres^ party 
A danein, sweet, young, handsome qi^aoi 

Wi' gaiidess heart 

■t S. fc Tke Ehg^ ampMr JUmUie, pv 6h tU 
stanza, beginning v 



. 8ke Wa4 mm giBt fo' fMorkmd iip^ 

♦ 

was, at first, as follows? 

Shi^ ttii» 'Bae iget a' I'laited ranii, ' /^ 
Wi' woo^flflee gAats> and legs like traiil$. 
She was the flower o' Fairlee lambs, 

^^ ' ' " A &>Biito»'bite»4r'^ ^^•'iT -^ 

O' MaiUie dead. 



a irere a pity th^ li^tf JB'aii'jM %f^^ ^brald 
ffiie the honour once intended them. 

4. But 
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^ 4! &dt (b6 cfhiet VftrittticiM arid iMfirdiH tii« 
'tM>«tt]fe^ iuttt^duceidi for tbi^ first time, m ttr« <di>^ 

r 

ti6d ki two voltimes siincllt octavo, piidilisbM iti 
1732. Of Ibe poeoa t^tteH in Ffmr's*Car^B 
HefmHagt; th^ffe at^ sete^l editiotid, atid on^ 
bf thfese* hais nothing m eommon ^itb.'fii^ 
printed poem but the foar fi^st line^. iTh^ 
^poem: that ia pablii^hed, Which was hli? fsecotid 
iefforl on the subject, received cotisidCTaM* 
^ftei^tiotis in printitf^. * 

V..... • \ . ,«_. ** 

- ItieteacI of the ttx lines b^ttfiing ' 

'■V • 

»• , ,1 • 

V * . • • . " .».<-.. 

Say mam's true geinumS tstimAUj 

in mannscript the fbltoWiug !irfr vHtumM, 

Say the criterion of theiiP JN)^, - '•• ^- • - 
Th' important query of their state; 
I* tiOt, art tboil {iigli4^ few? • • • 
Did thy foftane (ebb ot fltetff 
< Wert tho«r«irttiBgn^ dr king? 

Prince, -tft pitasant? tu^ s«loli tilingi . ^ 



fi. The i^»ote'to'A'^ ^F, Esq. IfAfi fiii (b 

4 
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altemticms, as may be collected firom 
i]0e of correspmidence. This istyle of 
was new to our poet> and, though he 
WM ftt^ "to excel in it» it cost him more 
trouble than hia Scottish poetry. On the coa- 
^ry, Tom o' Shanter seems to have if»aed 
peffect fioom the author's brain. The only con- 
Biddable alteration made on reflection, is the 
cmiauon of four lines^ which had been inserted 
after the poem was finished^ at the end of the 
dreadful catalogue of the articles found on the 
** haly table," and which appeared in tbe first 
edition of the poem, printed separately. They 
came after the second line, page 295, 

Whi4k €»ei^ to 9umie tvonl^ be U9ikmifu\ 
and are as follows. 

r 

Three lawyers' tongues turned inside out, 
Wi' lies seam'd like a bc^^ar's clout. 
And priests' hearts, rott^i, black as mack, 
Lay stinking vile in every neuJk;. 

These Isaea, which, indqppoiiieirt of ether ol^ee- 
ijmm, uMterrupt and destroy the egaffttopfl if 
leiMr which the preceding desoription had &fr 
cited, w^?e veiy properly left out of thevprii^isd 
ooUectioii, by the advii^ of Mr. Fmssr Ty^; 

to 



1 



to which Burns seems to fcave paid much de- 
ierence.* 

6. The Address to the Shade of Thomson^ 
page 301, b^ad in the first maniJscript c6py 
in the following manner, 

4 ■ * / « * » 

f 1 

While cold-eyed Spring, a virgin coy^, '' '. ' . 

Unfolds her verdant mantle sweety ' 
Or ^raniks the sod in frolic joy, 

A carpet for her youthful feet : 
While Summer, with a matron's grace. 

Walks stately in the cooling shade. 
And, oft delighted, loves to tracd 

The progress of the spiky blade : 
While Autumn, benefactor kind, * ' 

With age's hoary honours clad. 
Surveys with self-approving mind. 

Each creature on his bounty fed, &c. 

By the alteration in the printed poem, it may 
be questioned whether the poetry is much im- 
proved ; the poet however has found means to 
VOL, III. 2 D introduce 






"* lliese four lines have bieen inadvertently replaced in the 
coflj^ €^Tam o* Shanitr, published hi ihe fik^t voluiiA^ tflKi' 
'fBEVivtry Onginai and 8el0eted,''ef Smh and Bcid, of OIm- 

here. As our poet deliberately rejected them, it is hoped 
that no future printer will insert them. 
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introduce the shades of Drybargh, the resi- 
dence of the Earl of Buchan, at whose, request 

these verses were written. 

, ...... 

These observations might be extended^ but 
what are already offered will s^Uisfy^ curiosity, 
and there is nothing of any importance that 
could be added* . n 
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Thi eh and gh have always the gattaral Hound. The 
sound of the English diphthong oo, is commonly spelled 
ott. The French u, a sound which often occurs in the 

. Scottish language, is marked oo^ or ui. The a in ge- 
nuine Scottish words, except when forming a diphthong, 
or followed by ui e mute after a single consonant, sounds 
generally like the broad English a in walL The Scottish 
diphthong oe, always, and ea, very often, sound like the 
French e masculine. The Scottish diphthong ey sounds 
like the Latin et. 



A. 

A\ All. 

Abode, away, aloof. 
'Abeigk, at a 8by dutance. 
Abotn, abo?e, op. 
Abreadf abroad, in sight 
Abntd , in breadth. 
At, one. 
4f, off; AffXwif^ ospremedi- 

tated. 
Af^tt^ before. 



4/3P, oft. 

Aften, t)ften. 

Afile^, off the right tinei wrong. 

ilifr/uu, perhaps. 

Ain, own. 

Aim, iron. 

AilLK, an oath. 

A%i9, oats. 

AvotT, an old horse. 

iltz/tfi a hot cinder. 
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AUJUf alMt 

AhMf alone* 

Akwari, awkward. 

Anmut, almott 

Amwgf among. 

An\ and if. 

Anee^ once. 

Ane^ one, and. 

Anent, over against. 

AnWur, another. 

Aii^ ashes. 

A^eeTf abroad, stirring. 

Atighif possession ; as, m a'liqf 

aughiy in all my possession. 
A^ old. 
Auldfammy or .aM/amnU^ sa- 

gd^cions, onmiiig, pradent. 
divth atalk 
Awa\ away. 
Aw/^f awfoL 
ilwff,.the beard of barley, oats, 

&e. 
Atme^ bearded. 
A;jf(mif beyond. 

4 » 

jBa", ban. 

Baeket$f ash boards. 

BackUnSf comtn', coming back, 

retaming. 
Bad, did bid. 
Baidef endured, did stay. 
Bttggie^ the belly. 
Bointe, having large bones^ stont. 
BakUf a child. 
Baimtimef a family of children, a 

brood. 
Bmiht both. 
BoHf to swear, 
fittiu, bone. 
JSa^g, to beat, to strive* 



lie, diminntive of bard. 
Bwrefit, barefooted. 
Barmief of, or like barm. 
BaUkf a crew, a gang. 
Botfj, botts. 
Baudronif a cat 
B^mld, bold. 
Bhiiol'iil,>haying a white stripe 

down the face. 
Be, to let be, to give over, to 

cease. 
BeoTf barley. 

'Beattiey diminntive of beast. 
Beetf to add fhel to fire. 
Belyfje, by and by. 
Bm, into the spence or pailonr. 
Benlowumdf n noted monntain in 

Dumbartonshire. 
BethankUf grace after meat. 
Beuk, a book. 
Bicker f a kmd of wooden dish, a 

short race. 
Bie^ or BieU, shelter. 
BtcN, wealthy, plentifa]. 
Big, to bnild. 
BiggiHy building, a house. 
BiggU, built. 

Bm, a buU 

BUHe, a brother, a young feUow. 
BtHg, a heap of grain, potatoes, 

&c. 
Bhrky birch. 
BtrfcM, a clever fellofr^ a Con 

ward, conceited fellow. 
Birring, the noise of partridges, 

&c. when they spring.' 
Bii, crisis, Jiick of time. 
Bizz, a bustle, to buzz. 
Blasiie, a shrivelled dwarf, a 
. term of contempt. 
'BtaMU,'t>iMm: • 

Blatef bashful, sheepish. 
BUUhetf bladder. 

BfaMd 
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Simid, Jiflatpitce of iny tlndgy 

to slap. 
BUuPf to blow, to bout 
EUeziMgy Uasing. 
BkUuMy idle talking fellow. 
Blether^ to talk idly, noMense* 
.SktlMH, talking idfy. 
BUnk, a little whiles a smiling 

look, to- look kindlyy to thine 

by fits. 
Blinker f a term of contcdipt. 
Blinkin, smirking. 
Bhte-gQum, one of tlyose beggars 

who get amniaHy on the king's 

birth-day a-blae oloak or gown, 

with a badge. 
Bluid, blood. 

Blftptf « sbrefd, a large piece. 
Boekf to vomity to gash inter* 

.vittently. 
Bocktdf gashed, vomited. 
BodUy a small gold coin. 
Btmniif • or ftonny, hamlsomey 

beaatifiil. 
Batmock, a -kind of thick cake of 

bread, a small jannock or loaf 

made of oatmeal. 
Boordy ft board. 
Bcre^ a hole in a wall. 
Bowtreey the sbrnb elder; plant- 
ed much of old in hedges of 
' bam^rds, &c. 
Boosty behoved, must needs. 
BoUhy an angi^ tamorar. 
Bmuwgf drinkingt 
Baw^oti, cabbage^ 
Bcwty bended, crooked. 
Bruchmty fern. 
Bnuy a declivity, a precipiee, 

the slope of a UH; 
Braidy broad. 
Braxky a kind of faanrow. 
Jlrati^fi^ to roo rpshly forward. > 



Brung'ij reeled forwafd. 
Braky broke, made insolvent. 
Brank»y a kind of wooden cnrb - 

for horses. 
Braahy a sndden illness. 
BratSy coarse dothOs^ rags, &c. 
BraitUy a short race, harry, fory. 
Brawy fine, handsome. 
Brawhfty or brawUif very well, 

finely, heartily. 
Braxiey a morbid sheep. 
Breaatie, dimih. of breast. 
Brea^iiy did spring np or' for)- 

ward. 
Bretf, an invulnerable, ^or irre- 
sistible spdL 
Breekiy breeches. 
Brewm, brewing. 
Briey juice, liquid. 
Brigy a bridge. 
Brurutaney brimstone. 
Briakety the breast, the bo«ora# 
BrUhety a brother. 
Brocky a badger. 
BroguMy a. bum, a trick* 
Brooy broth, liquid, water. 
Brwuey broth, a race at conntrjr 

weddings, who shall first reach 

the bridegroom'^ boose on re- 

tumiog from church. 
Brught a burgh. 
BruUxiey a broil, a eombastion. 
Brunty did bnm, burnt. 
Bruatf to burst, burst. 
BuduaiFbuUeray the boiling of the* 

sea among, the rpcks on the 

coast of Budian. 
fiiccJIcsfctit, an inhabitant of Vir-* 

ginia. 
Buirdltfy stout made, broad built. • 
Bm/Hdockf m tramming beetle,* 

that flies in the summer even- 

ings. 

Bumnunp 
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Bvmmin,' hannuiig aa htm, 
Bunml€f to blunder. 
Aun«I«r, a Uunderer. 
BwUceTf a window-seat. 
BmrdUt, dimiii. of birds. 
BHr£j did bear. 
Bjunh water, a rivulet. 
fiicni€iotii, L e. bum the whuif a 

.bUcksmitb. 
fitfmic, dimiD. of bnnu 
BuMt, dressed. 
Buale, a bnsUe, to bustle. 
Bmtfboif without. 
Bui tM* ben, the country kitchen 

•And parlour. 

By hinu^, lunatic, distracted. 
Byke, a bee-hive. 
JS^f a cow-«table, ashippen. 



C. 

r 

9 

Ca\ to call, to jume, to drive. 
Gi'f, or ctidf called, driven, 

calved. 
Hudger, a carrier. 
CadMe, or cuddie, a person, a 
. young ieUow. 
Cajf, chaff. S 
Cairdf a tinker. 
Cttirmi a loose heap of stones. 
Cuif-ward, a small enclosure for 

calves. 
CaUaUf a boy. 
CaUeTf fresh, sound. 
CannUf gentle, mild , dexterous. 
CumtiUef dexterously, gently. 
Cantie, or canty , cheerful, meny • 
CmJUra&py a charm, a spelL 
<ffi^-t/ane, cope-stone, key-stone. 
•Careertn^ cheerfully, 
Uteri, an old man. 



CorltM,. a stoat old woman. ' 

Curtee, cards. 

Coudroa, a caldron. 

Cuuk and ked, .chalk . and red 

day^ 
ConW, cold. 

Coup, a wooden drinking vessel* 
ChunUr, a. part of a bagpipe^ 
Chupf a person, a . fellow, a 

blow. 
Chaupf u stroke, a blow* . 
Ckukitf cheeked. 
Cheep, a chirp, to chirp. 
Chid, or ehetl, a young fellow. 
CMmk, or chimUe, a fire-grate, 

fire-place. 
ChimHalug, the fire-side. 
Chittering, shivering, trembling. 
ChoclfiM, choking. 
Chow, to chew; cheek fw ehmD, 

side by side. 
Chufie, fat faced. 
Claehm, a small village about t 

church, a hamlet. 
Ciaiae, or claee, clothes. 
Claii/i,. cloth. 
Claitking, clothing. 
Clawen, nonsense, notspefdung 

sense. 
Clop, clapper of a milL 
Clarkii, wrote., 
CUuh, an idle tale, the story of 

the day^ 
Clatter, %o tell little idlestoriesy 

an idle story, 
Claught, snatched at, laid .hold 

of. I . 

Claut, to clean, to scrape. 
Clouted, scraped. 
Claw, to scratch. 
Cleed, to clothe. 
Cleekit, having caught. . 
Cliukm, jerking, clinking. . 

Clmkumbett, 
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ClkUatmbHl^ who rings thfi chnrdi 

bell. 
Clips, fthean. . 

CUshmaelmer, idle conYcsiTsatioB. 
Clock, to. hatch, a beetle. 
Clocking hatching, 
Choif the hoof of a cow, sheep, 

^c. 
Clootie, an old name for the 

devil. 
CUnw, a bqmp or swelling after 
; a blow. 

Cooxta, wheedling. 
CobUy a fishing boat. 
Cqfly boaght. 
Cog, a Wi»odeo dish. 
Cqggie, dimin. of cog. 
CoiLA, from Kyk, a district of 
Ayrshire, so called, saith tra- 
dition, from Coil, or CoiluB, a 
Pictish monarch. 
CoUUf a general, and sometimes 
a particular name for. coontry 
cnrs. 
Comnuiun, command. 
^Wd, the cad. 
Coof, a blockhead, a ninny. 
Coi^t, appeared and disappear- 
ed by fits. 
Coosif did cast 

Coot, the ancle or foot; a spe- 
cies pf water-fowl, 
CooUe, a wooden kitchen dish: 
, mUo thtae/owlt wkoae legs itre 
clad wUh/eather$ ere said to be 
. cootie. 

Corbiesy a species of the crow. 
Core, corps, party,. clan. 
Com% fed with oats. 
Cotter, the inhabitant of a «0<« 

house, or cottage. 
Couthie,, kindy loving. 
C«V| a cave. 



Cowe, to terrify, to .keep nnder, 
to lop ; a irigfat, a branch of 
furze, broom, &c. 
Coiep, to barter, to tumble overi 

a gang. 
Cowjnt, tnmbled. 
Cowrin, cowering. 
Cowle, a colt. 
Carte,, sang. 
Cexibf, snugly. 
Crabbit, crabbed, fretful. 
Crack, conversation, to Converse. 
Craefcw, conversing. 
Crqft, or erqft, a field near a 

house, in old hiubandry, 
Craiks, cries or calls incessaatlyy 

a bird, the corn-tail.. 
CrauibO'CUHk, or crambo Jingle, 

rhymes, doggrel verses. 
Crank, the noise of an angreased 

wheeL 
Crankous, fretful, captions. 
Cranreach, the hoar frost. 
Crap, a crop, to crop. 
Grai0, a crow of a cock, a rook. 
Creel, a basket ; to hone on^s wits 
tfi a creel, o be craz'd, to be 
fascinated. 
Creeshie, greasy. 
Crood, or crotcd, to coo as a 

dove. 
Crion, a hollow and continued 
moan; to make a noise like 
the continued roar of ahull; 
to ham a tone. 
Crooning, humming. 
Crouchie, crook-backed. 
Crouse, cheerful, courageous. 
Croushf, cheeriully, courageously. 
Crowdie, a composition of oat- 
meal and boiled water, some^ 
times from the broth of bee^ 
mutton, &c. 

Crowdie-timep 
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Cnwiie4kmef breakftit time; 

Crowimf crawlinf • 

Crwmmioekf a cow witii crooked 

honw. 
Crumpp hard and brittle, spoken 

<^ bread, 
Crunty a blow on the head with 

a cndgel. 
CuiTy a blockhead, a nimiy. 
Cummoek, a short tta£f with a 

crooked bead, 
Curchte^ a courtesy. - 
Curkr, a player at a game on 

the ice, pmctised in Scotland, 

called curling. 
(ilwlkf cnrled, whose hair £illg 

naturally in ringlets. 
CurlHigf a well-known game on 

ice. 
Cunmarniigf. mnrmuring, a alight 

rambling noise. 
Curpin, the erupptr* 
CuduUf . the dove, or wood'ipi- 

geon. 
Cutty fAottf as^on broken in 

the aiddle. 



D. 

DaDDIE^ a father. 
Dt^fiM, merriment, foolishness; 
D)^, merry, giddy, foolish. 
Hoiiiiei^ rare, now and then, 

daimen-iekery an ear of com 

now and then* 
DaiiUyy fAeasant, good-homonr- 

ed» agreeable^ 
Z><to, plains, Talleys. 
DarklinSy. darkling. 
DMcd, to thrash, to abuse. 
jDaur, to dare. 
J><mrtf dared. 



Dawrgf or daurk, a day^s labour. 
Dowdy a large piece. 
Dowtity or dtaotety ibiidled, In-' 
.ressed. 
jD^orus, dimin. of dears. 
Deartfifu*, dear. 
Daare, to deafen. 
DeU-morcare! no matter! for all 

fliat! ' > • 

Deleeriiy delirious. 
DescriWy to describe. 
DigMy to wipe, to clean com 

from chaff. 
Dighiy cleaned from chaff, 
Diwneiy do not. 

Dingy to worst, to pnsli* ^ 
Dirl, a slight tremuloas stroke 

or pain. 
Dhzmy or dh% a dozen. 
DoiUdf stnpified, hebetated. 
Dotty stupified, crazedk 
DonaUf aii1ucky4 
Dooly sorrow; io oing doolf to 

lament, to mourn. 
Dortffy saucy, nice. ^ 
Doucty or dousey sober, wise, 

prudent. 
Douedy, soberly, prudently. 
Doughty was or were able. 
Doure, stout, durable, stubborn, 

sullen. 
Dowy am orare able> can. 
Dowffy pithless, wanting force. 
Dowiey worn with grief/latigne, 

&c. half asleep. , 
Downay am or are not able, can- 
not. ^ 
Drop, a drop, .to drop*, 
Dropping y dropping. • 
Drecpy to ooze, to drop. 
JDreighy tedious^ lonpaiMipt it. 
DribbUy drizzling, slaver. 

Drift f a drove. 

DrodduMf 
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^mUmm^ the bfe^lk 
I>r»ofM*Mmpr«, that droo^ at the 

BrofUh^ thtnty droaijit 
i>nicX(<0% dnrnken, 
Drwni^f muddy* 
DrjKMm»ek^ meal and waterniU- 

edyraw. 
^^>^^h pet, sewr hamoar, 
Bub^ a small pond. 
Duds^ rags, clothes. 
LMdie^ ragged. 
Bung, worsted^ pushed, driven. 
Dmk, to push as a ram, &c. 
Dushi, poshed hy a ram, ox, 



t^E, the eye. 
iEai, the eyes. 
£'€M<ii, evening. 
£me, frighted, dreading spirits. 
EUdf old age. 
Elbucky the elbow. 
Eldritch, ghasUy, frightful. 
£fi','end. 

Enbrugh, Edinburgh. 
Eneugh, enough. 
Especial, especially. 
Eitle, to try, attempt. 
Eydeni, diligent. 



Fa% ftll,lot,tolalL 

Fdddii^*tf fathomed. 

Foe, a foe. 

Faem, foam* 

Faiket, forgiven or ekeitted, 

FoirtM; a fairing, a present. 



FOhm, fellow; ' < 

Faad, did find« 
Fori; a cake of bread* 
Faah, trouble, care, to trouble, 

to care for. 
Fas^, troubled. 
Fof^en-em, Fasten's Even. 
Fauld^ a fold, to fold.> 
Famldmg, folding. 
Font, fault. 

FmmoiU, decent, seemly* 
Fttdy a field, dnooth. 
Feotyk', fnghtfiil. 
F08r»*, frighted. 
F«rf, neat, spruce, 
Feckt, to fight. 
Feehiin, fighting. 
Feck, number, quantity. 
Feeltfu*, large, brawny, stout 
Feckless, puny, weak, silly. 

Feide,, fend, enmity. 

Feli, keen, Siting; tfaefieshim. 

mediately under the skin, a 

field pretty level, on the side 

or top of a hill. 
Fend, to make a shift td live. • 
Ferlie, or ferletf, to wonder ; a 

wonder, a term of contempt. 
Fetch, to poll by fits. 
Fetch% pulled intermittently. 
Fidge, to fidget. 
Fient, fiend, a petty otdh. 
Fief, sound, Heahhy; a brother, 

a friend. 
Fide, to make a rustling noise, 
• to fidg€t,to bristle. ^ 

Fit, foot. 

Fittie-tan, the nearer horse of the 
hindmost pair in the plough. 

Fizz, to make a hissing noiscf, 
like fermentation. • - ^ 

Flttineny flannel. 

Fleech, 
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FUeehf to sopplicate in a Bat- 
tering maooer. 

Fleechvtf nipplicatiiig. 

Fieeakj a fleece. 

FUff a kicky a randem blow. 

Flether^ to decoy by fiiir words. 

FUilurmf flattering. 

Ftey, to scare, to frighten. 

FliehieTf to flutter, mm yovHf aetf- 
1iMg$^ whem tkekr dtm ^ 

FltMden, shreds, broken pieces. 

FUttgrn^retf a piece of timber 
hang by way of {mrtition be- 
tween two borses in a stable, 
aflaiL 

Flitky to fret at the yoke. 

FlUkUj fretted. 

FiUteTf to vibrate like the wings 
of small birds. 

FlitttriMg, fluttering, vibrating. 

FhmkUf a servant in livery. 

Foordf a ford. 

ForbtarSf forefathers. 

Forbyty besides. 

ForfmrHf distressed, wors out, 
jaded. 

FoifoughieH, fatigued. 

Forgather^ to meet, to enconuter 
with. 

FergiCf to foigive* 

Finjeaket, jaded with fatigne. 

Fou*y full, drunk* 

FoMghien^ troubled, harassed. 

Fottl/k, plenty, enough, or more 
than enough. 

FoWf a bushel, &c. also a pitch- 
fork. 

Frae^ from. 

Freaihf froth. 

Frien'f friend. 

Fu\ full. 



Fwi, the scut, or tad of the hare, 

coney, &c. 
Fufff to blow intermitteBUy. 
Fujr*f did blow. 
Fkmmm, full of merrimeot. 
FuTf a furrow. 
Fwrmf a form, a bench. 
Fyke, trifling cares ; -to piddle, 

to be in a fuss about trifles. 
FyUf to soil, -to dirty. 
FyVt, soiled, dirtied. 



G. 

Gab, the mouth, to q^eak 
boldly, or pertly. 

Gtu, to go; gaedf went; gwN, 
or gane, gone ; ^otrn, going. 

Gaety or gate^ way, manner, 
road. 

Gangf to go, to walk. 

GoTf to make, to force to. 

Gar't, forced to. 

Gmim, a garter. 

Gfosft,' wise, sagacious, talkative, 
to converse. 

GofMfi, conversing. 

Gaucy, jolly, large. 

Gear, riches,' goods of any kind. 

Geek, to toss the head in wan- 
tonness, or scorn. 

Ged, a pike. 

GtHtleSf great folks. 

Geordie^ a guinea. 

Getf a child, a young one* 

Ghaiat, a ghost 

Gie, to give; gM* gave; gjeii, 
given. 

Gifiity dimin. o gift. 

Gillie, dimin. of giU* 

GOn, 
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OUpetff a half growD, half in- 
fomie4 boy or girl, a romping 
lady a hoyden. 

Gimmer^ an ewe from one to two 
years old. 

Gm, if, against. 

CHpsey^, a yonng girl, 

Oim, to grin, to twist the fea- 
tures in rage, agony, &c. 

Girninff grinning. 

GizZy a periwig. 

GUUkUy inattenti?e, foolish. 

Ginive^ a sword. 

CrawJofy half-wittedyfoolishy romp- 
ing. 

Glaixiey glittering, smooth like 
a glass. 

Gkg^f sharp, ready. 

Gley, a sqoiot, to sqfiint ; a^fby, 
off at a side, wrong. 

GUh-gMety that speaks smootlK 
ly and readily. 

GUmty topeepf 

GUtttedf peeped. 

Glintin^ peeping. 

Gioaminy the twilight. 

GUwr, to stare, to look, a stare^ 
a look. 

GUfwredf looked, stared. 

Gowany the flower of the daisy^ 
dandelion, hawkweed, &c. 

Gowdy gold. 

Gaiqfj the game of golf; to^ 
strike as the bat doea the baU ai 
gof. ' . 

Gowjrdy stmclu 

Gowky a cuckoo, a term of con- 
tempt. 

Gowt^ to howl. 

Gnme, or gram, a groaOi to 
lOroan. 

GraifCdy groaned. 

Crraim'sf I groaning. 



Graipf a pronged instmment for 

cleaning stables. 
Graithy accontrenients, farmtore^ 

dress. 
GranmUf grandmother. 
Grapey to grope. 
Grapitf groped. 
Great, intimate, lamiliar. 
Greey to agree, ta bear the gne, 

to be decidedly victor. 
Gre^ty agreed. 

Greet, to shed tears, to weep. 
Greetioy crying, weeping. 
Gfifpety catched, seised. 
Groat y to get the whistle of omts 

groat f to play a losing game,' 

to feel the conseqaences of 

one's folly. 
Gfronsome, loatlisomely^ grim* 
Gretety a gooseberry* 
Onffi^A, a grunt, to grunt. 
GrumphUy a sow. 
Gnnlly ground. 
Grunstaney a grindstone. 
Gr^intky the phiz, a gnmting 

noise. 
Gnuhie, thick, of thriving 

growth. 
GuoE, the svPRBMB bbing; 

good. 
Guidy good. 

Cruui-msmta, good-morrow. 
Guid-^eny good evening. 
Gutdman, and gvidt^l^, the maa.^ 

ter and mistress of the bouse ; 

fomig gmdmamy a man newly, 

married. 
GuUyy or guUiey a large knife. 
Gnidfothery gwdmotheTy Either* 

in-law, and mother-ia-law. 
Gumlkf inuddy» 
Gwtyy tasteful. 

JEW 
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H. 

Ha\ baa. 

Ha' hHHU^ the great biUe that lies 

in the hall. 
HfUf to have. 
JEfoen, had, il» parddfiM. 
Btuty Jleni had, a petty eath of 

negation^ oolhiiig. 
Haffet, the templ^ the aide of 

thehemd. 
HagUMSf nearly half^ psrtly. 
Hagf a Bcar or gulf in mosses 

and moors. 
Hi^giMf a kind of pudding boUed 

in the stomnch of a cower 

sheep. 
Hamf to spare, to sK¥e« 
Ban% spared. 
Bwity harvest 
HMh a petty oath. 
Hoirers; nonsense, q^eaking with- 

ont thought. 

HoT or JUUdi an abidhig ptace. 

JEfofe, whole, tight, healthy. 

ffame, home. 

HaUaa, a particular partition- 
wall hi a cottage, or more pro- 
perty a seat of torf at the oat- 
side. 

BtXUmnmBf Hatlow«e«e, thtsist 
of October* 

Homclsf, homely, aflbble. 

Hon', or torn', hand« 

Hapy an enter garment, mantle, 
plaidy&c. to wrap, to coT^r, 
to hvBp, 

H^ffttj a hdpper. 

Hoppingf hopping. 

Hap 9tep €ai^Unipy hop ikip and 
leap. 

Uarldi, hearkened. 



Hatn, TCry coarse linen. 
Htahf a fellow that neither 
knows how to dress hor'aet 
'Wkh ph^pftety . ' 
Hagtitf hastened. 
Baud, to hold. 
HoMghSf low*lylng, rich UuidB, 

▼alleys. • 
Hour If to akgf to peel. 
HmttURf peeling. ' 
HtnerHy a half-witted person, 

half-witted. 
Hammt, good manners, decorom, 
' good sense. 
Hawkiif a cow, proporly one wUh 

a-whUefaee, ' 
UeapU, heaped. 

Heobome, healtfafol, wholesome. 
Htar^y hoarse. 
Bear'tf hear It. 
Mudherj heath; 
Be^i oht strange. 
HedOy promised, to ibfetel sem^ 

thing that is to be got or given; 

foretold ; the thing foretold. 
Beeze, to eMtate, to raise. 
jEfeU^Hhe-rttdder or hdm. 
Berdf to tend flocks, one who 

tends flocks. 
BSMnf alieiting. 
Berr^f to pionder, mst piHfperUf 

to phmdet bifdi' naH. 
HtrrymiiUf plnHderifig, devasta- 
tion. 
BenO, herself, also a herd of 

cattle, of any sort. 

Hd^ hot;- 

Beaghf a crag, a coal-pit. 

HtJdb, a hobble, to hldt. 

JSrUcM, haltfaig. 

flimsei, hfanself. 

Bingf to hang. 

flttplsy to waBi m&iy, ^ creep. 
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Biuelf to many cattle as one 

person can attend. 
Itiatie^ dt-y, chapt, barren, 

Hitcht, a loop, a knot. 

Hixzie, hussy, a yonng girl. 

Hoddin^ the motion of a sage 
countryman riding on a cart- 
horse. 

Hog-scongy a kind of distance 
line, in cnrling, drawn across 
the rink, 

Hogskouther, a kind of horse- 
play, by jnstling with the shoul- 
der; to jostle. 

Hoolj outer skin or case, a nut- 
shell, pease swade. 

HoolUf slowly, leisurely. 

Hooliel take leisure, stop. 

Hoordf a hoard, to hoard. 

Hoordetf hoarded. 

Horn, a spoon made of horn. 

Homie, one of the many names 
of the devil. 

Hosty or hoasty to congh. 

Hosiiny coughing. 

Hotck'dy hitched, turned topsy* 
turvy, blended, mixed. 

Houghmagaitdief fornication* 

Houltty an owl. 

Housky dimin. of house. 

Hove, to heave, to swelL 

Hov*d, heaved, swelled* 

HowdUf a midwife. 

Hbtoe,. hollow, a hollow or delU 

Hcwdmckity sunk in the back, 
spoken qf a horUf i^^. 

Haaky . ]to dig. 

Howkity digged. 

HowktHy digging. 

Hoy, tonrge. 

Hoy% urged. 

Hoyaey to pull upwarda, 

HoyUf to amble craaily«t 



Hughocy dimin.of Hagb. • 
f^cheotiy a hedgehog, 
fluftites, the loina, the empper* 



X. 



/', In. 

Icker. an ear of com. 
ler-oey a great-grand-child. 
Itky or Ilka, each, every. 
lU-wiUiey ill-natured, maliciooS| 

niggardly. 
Jnginey genius, ingenuity, 
IngUy fire, fire-plaCe. 
Ise, I shall or will. 
Ithery other, one another. 



J. 



JADy Jade'; abo a familiar 

term among country folks for 

a giddy yonng girl. 
Jauky to daily, to trifle. 
Jaukmy trifling, dallying. 
Jmtpy a jerk of water; |o jerk at 

agitated water. 
JoWy coarse raillery, to pour out, 

to shut, to jerk as wnter. 
JUUiy a jilt, a giddy girl. 
Jimpy to jump, alender in tht 
, w^t, handsome. 
Jtnilc, to dodge, to turn a comer, 

a sudden turning, a comer. 
Jinkeff that turns quickly, a gay 

WrigUtly girl, a wag. 
JuMh dodging. 
Jirty a jerk. 

JoeUlegy a kind of knifo. 
Joukf to stoop, to bow the bead. 

Jow 
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JoMh to Jm, • verb which in- 
clades both tb6 twinging mo- 
tHHi and peaHng loimd of a 
large bell. 

hmdii, to jostle. 



£^£, adaw* 

KaU, colewort, a kind of brotb. 
Kail-runi, the stem of colewort. 
JjCam, fowls, &c. paid as rent by 

a farmer. 
KMuek, a cheese. 
Keek, a peep, to peep. 
Kelpies, a sort of mischievont 

0piritS9 said to haunt fords and 

ferries at night, especially in 

•torms. 
Ken, to know„ kend or ken% 

knew. 
Keimtii, a small matter. 
Kitf matted, hairy, a flecca of 

wool. 
Kiaugh, carking, anxiety* 
KiU, to truss up the clothes. 
Kimmer, a young girt, a gpssip* 
Kin\ kindred. 
Km% kind. 
Kuig'9'kood, a certain part of the 

entrails of an oz» &€« 
KintrOf country. 
Kiff the harvest supper, a 

«hani. 
Kirten, to christen, or baptiae. 
KUi, cheat, a shop counter. 
Kite: m, any thing that eats with 

bread, to serve fosonp, gravy , 

&c. 
Kittle, to tickle, ticklishr 
KittUng, a yonog cat. 



KMiU, to caddie. 
Kiuttlin, cuddling. 
Knaggie^ like knags, or points of 

rocks. . 
Kmppik, hammer, abammet fer 

breaking stones. 
Knome, a smaU round hillock. 
Kye, cows. 

Kyle, a district in Ayrshire. 
Kfit, the belly. 
Kythe, to discover, to shew oneli 

self. 



Laddie^ dimio. of lad. « 

JLaggen, the angle between the 
side and bottom of a weodtn i 
dish. . i 

Laigh, low. > % 

Lnnng, wading, and sinkipg in i 
snow, mad, && | 

UUh, loath. t 

LaUWt bashful, sheepishw 

Lallans, Scottish dialect. | 

Lamhie, dimm. of himb. t, 

Umi^f a kind of sheU-.6sh. | 

LMi*f land, estate. 

Xxme, lone, my tantf tkytane^ &c* « 
myself alone. ^ 

LdmOy, lonely. 

iMng, long; to tkmk long, to \ 
kmg, to weary. t 

Lap, did leap. 

Lace, the rest, the renminder, 
the others. ^ 

Lmenek, the lark* 

LmdIom, lowland. 

Lea*e, to leave. 

Leai, loyal, true, latthfiit 

Lear, pronoun, lare, leamiag. 

Lse4tmgf 
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Mjtae wte, a phrase of edngratnla- 

tory endeanh^t ; I, am happy 

in thee, or proad of tiKte* 
IjeUier, a three-pronged dArt M 

striking fish. 
Lnghf did laugh* 
£eicfc, tf look*, to \66k. 
I4ftf sky. 

Lightly f soeeringly, tO sheer at 
lAHf a ballad, a tune, to shig. 
Limmerf a kept mistress, a 

strumpet. 
liM^y, limpedf, hohhled. 
tinkj to trip along* 
IMcin^ tripping* 
lAHMf a waterfiilh 
£M<,flax; ItN^ t' ^Ae &eU, flax in 

flower. 
MJHtwhiUf alinnet.- 
JLoaa, the place of milking. 
Ijtof, the palm of the band. 
Mjfoty did let. 
Lim0e§f the phrrkT of We. 
X^tttii, a fellow, a raganmflili, a 

woman of ^asy virtue. 
JLoiM, a flame. 
jLovm, flaMui^. 
LHrntf MreviMi/ik ^ Ltfw- 

reoee. 
JLoios^, toK^OS^. 
Mjmt^d^ loosed. 
ijitgy the ear, a handle. 
tMggeif having a handle. 
IrnggUf a small wooden dish 

with a handle. 
1m% tlMi clumiiey. 
lAmekf a Istgtf piece of cAeene, 

flesh, &c. 
XtM/, a cokHXM of' smoke f to 

smoke. 
UlMite, sntiking. 
Xyorf, of a asfxed'ooIOttV) grey. 

VoL*ni. 



Bi« 

MaE^ more. 

Mtaty more. 

ilfais#, most, aMost. 

Mmstlg, mostly. 

Mak, to make. 

Moktn, makiojf. 

MtOlie, Moll)r. 

JUungt among. 

Matise, thfe 'parsonage Ittnis^, 

where the minister lives. 
ManteeUy a mantle. 
Mm% marks* ThU oad «0r«raf 

1/ther ficnau io9kicA in EtigKsk 

require an s, to form tkephwdlf 

are in Saddh, Hke^ ihi toords 

sheep, deer, ike ssfMS in Mk 

numbers, 
Mar'e ywr^ the yl^ If 15* 
itfosJUum, met^ta, mijied eoilt* 
Mttik, tomairfi, asrtclt,'fc* 
Mosilrtjf-jMU, a tea-pot. 
Jlfottibtfi, a hare. 
jSfttttR, mitst* 
JIfasM, the thftt^A 
MaWf to mow. 
Jkfowm, mowiilf. 
Meere, a mare'; 
MieUtn^oHous; mottrnftfl. 
MeldiTf corn or grain of any 

kind^ sent to t^e mill to be 

ground. 
ilf^U, to meddle. Abo a maBet 

for pounding barley in a stoD4 

trough. 
Mdvie, to soil with meal* 
Men% to mend. 

Menaef good manners, deeomm. 
itf^niaelcls, iU'ibred>'nid% impo- 

dent. 
Merle^ the blackbird. 
S£ Memn^ 



w 
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Mumh a imall dog^ .. . , 
Middm, adaoghiO. i., 
MUdden-Mf^ i|.g^tter at tbe bot- 
tom of a dQOfliUL. 

Min\ nunc^ irewqpi^braiice. 
Mind'tt mind it^ resolvedy^ Uh 

tendiog. . , , , 
JdmnUf motbf^r^ dam» , ,, , 
Jfisca*, ,V> abitsoi to caV^jvamed*. 
Misea'df abused. 
MUlewr'd^ miscbieYOusy amnan- 

Miiteukf mi8tooI^%. 
jaUher, motben 
MixtieAiuatief confbsedly mix- 
ed. \ 
JUoiattfyf to moisti^^ 

Moopf to nibble as a 8hefp« 
Moorkaip of or belonging to 

moon. 
Mom, the next d%jr> to-morrow. 
MoUf the mouth. 
Mfoudiwortf a mole. 
Mouakf dj^miq* of noAjnieii >. < ' ' 
AfiicfcJe, or mtc^^ gr^at, big, 

much. 
Jftwtfj dimin. of t9N4««. 
Jftft/tn-fcai/^ breth compoied At|a« 

ply of iNrateVt libelled barley^ 

aQd4i;ree|if^ 
Muuhkin, an EqgliAh pipt* 
Myself myself. 
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4 • 

Natf no, not any. <.. > 
NudJUng, or nottAin^, noUuvig* 
Nai^, a horse. . . ••: 

JVone, none* 



A 



JYl^ppy^ a1e,toiM|)y||IQk} ' .:• .^v' > 

N<sg]^t^ MglectefU . . > V 

NtdtoTf %iHM|^boiir» .. .. . . >'V 

Neukf nook. > ■ . • .." 

NM, next, . • ' v \ 

Ni<iie» tbo fist. .A 

Nievefu*, bandfal* >- 

iV^ar, an .exptpaagi^-to «sA 

change; to barter* ^ 

N^rcr, anegro. « '^ 

Afiw-taitel^a^) a haogBttH^^ 

whip* >.»..»i«'* 

iVtl, a not. ' f 

NorUad, of or beloagiiig to4MH 

north. ' ^ -'^^ 

Naiu^, notioe4. « - ^^ 

NMole, black cattle* '-' " '^"^ 

Omff or ontfy any. . ^-i.'.oai 

Or^ is often i||<»c| fo «riv beftaei"^ 
0% of it. .. ^ .-..;. \ » .''"'»'A 

OiiTM, shivering, droopkig. ,m<^.<^^\ 
OwcwlypT wruUy oHraelves. >fi\ff^ 
Ont^h cattiexkol4ioqNili> >^£ 

Owre^hip, a way of IMii«g^tt>n 
blow With the bamnar ovefl«)^ 



the arm. 



P. 









Pil CJET, Iflfoale,: • ibadllarf 
twelve stonO'Of wool; 

Paitricky a partridge* t 
Pdm^, to cram. 

Porri^cA, oatmeal padding^ « 
well-known Scotch dish. 

P€<> 



«i 
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P«/, did pttt^af ff€it. 

Patile^ OP peiitley a plo«gh«st«iffl ' 

Paii^%, prottd^tialigfatf. 

Pmdepy cnnniog, sly. 

Pay*ty paid, beat. 

Peek, to fetch the breath short, 

« tn on usthmai 
Pfcftaa, the tteij^ the rtomaeh. 
Peelin, peeling; 

Pei, a domesticated sheep^ &c* 
P4»ttfc, ta cherish, a ^loHgb-stnff. 
Pkraise, fair speeches, flattery, 

to flatter. 
Phrmmn,' QM9tyi 
Pickle, a small quantity. 
Pine, pain, nneasiaesa* 
Pit, to put 
Pfacffld, a poblic proclamatioii, 

to publish publicly. 
Plack, an old Scotch coin, tha 
3rd part of an English penny, 
PkckUas, pennyless, without 

money. 
Pl96a^ dittitt. of ^Itfle; 
Plew, or pieugh, a plough. 
P/is/rfe, » trt*. 

Potad, tt> 86i«e on cattle, or 
take the goods, as the laws of 
Scotland allow, for rent, &c. 
Pmmk, pn/verty. 
Ptm, to pull, • • 
Pouk, to pluck. 
Prasstf, a hare, or cat. 
Pout, a poult, a chick. 
PoaV, did pull. 
Poitf Aoy, like powder. 
Pw,^^ f;^head,Hie^iili. 
Pownie, a little hotte. 

Potp/ACT", or jBotitter^ powder. 
Preen, a pin. , 

Prent, printing. 

'.' T «» ' ' * I'j •[■lit* • 
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Pri^d, taste*. 

PhV, proof. *'' 

Pi^f to clleapen, tb dispute. 

Priggin, cheapening. 

Primrie, demure, precise. 

Propane, to lay down, to pro- 
pose. 

Provoses, provosts^ 

Paad, pound, pounds. 

Pyfr, It pyk & eaff, a shigle grain 
of chaff. 



Q. 

QtlAT, quit. 

Quak, to quake. ^' 

Quetf, a cow from one to two 
years old. 



jR^GfTfi'ED, herb ragwort. ' 
Aaf6fe, td rattle nonsense. 
Rair, to roar. 
Roize, to madden, to inflame. 

i2am/M2rri!,fiitigued, Overspread. " 
iZam-sfnm, thoughtless, forward. 
Raploch, properly a coarse doth, , 

but U9dd oi m adnom for 

coarse. 
Rarely, excellently, very well. 
Raah, a rush, rash-lmst, a bush of 

rushes. 
Ration, a rat. 

Raucle, rash, stotit, featlesi. * 
Raught, reached. > ' " 

J2aip, 1**Bw: 
Rax, to stretch* 
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JCMfll) crMiDy to crcftiD* 
Knm<Ry brimfbly fhithiog* 

JvMWy rOT6« 

Reek, to heed. 

Red€f coQUiely to coootel. 

Red'wat'^utdf walking in blood 

over the shoe-tops. 
Red'Wud, stark mad* 
Ree, halfdraBkyfoddled. 
Ritky smoke. 
ReektHy smoking. 
Reekitf smoked, smoky. 
Remead, remedy. 
Requite, reqnited. 
Reii, to stand restive. 
RtstU, stood restive, stnnted, 

withered. 
ResMeked, restricted. 
Ki^, Retf, plenty. 
Rii^, a ridge. 
Rin, to rnui to melt; riaiitiiy 

mnnuig. 
Rink, the eoorse of the stones, a 

term in esriing on ice. 
Rip, a handfid of nnthreshed 

com. 
RhkU, made a noise like the 

tearing of roots. 
Rockin, see App* p. 385« 
Roody standi likewise lor the 

plural, roods* 
il^0% a shred. 
' Roo9B, to prai3ei to commeBd. 
Roun*, round, in the cirole of 

neighbonrfaood. 
Ronpet, hoarse, os wUh a eotd» 
Row, to roll, to wrap. 
Row't, rolled, wrapped. 
Rowiif le lowy-to bellow* 
Rowth, plenty. 
RowHn, lowing* 
Rozet, rosin. 
-Rnnjff a cedgeU ^ ^ 



Runt, the stem of colewort or 

cabbage. 
Runkled, wrinkled. 
Ruth, a woman's naflM; the book 
. so called ; sorrow. 



S. 



SaE, so. 

Sf(fti soft. 

iSiitr, to serve, a sore* 

Smrly, or sairHe, seralyk 

Sair^t, served. 

Sayk, a shirt. 

Sarkit, provided in shirts* 

iSsiigfty the willow. 

Sauif seal. 

Saumoni, salmon* 

Saunt, a saint* 

Sautf salti 

Saw, to sow. 

Sawin, sowing 

Sax, six. 

Scar, to scar, a scares 

Seaud, to scald* 

Seauld, to scold. 

Scaur, apt to be scaredi 

Scowl, a scold. 

Scon, a kind of bread. 

Sconner, a loathing, to loath. 

Scratch, to scream, as a hen, fear* 

tridge, i^c. 
Screed, to tear, a rent* 
Scrietx, to glide swiftly aloag^ 
Scrievin, gleesonely, swiftly^' - 
Scrimp, to scant* 
Scrimpet, did scant, iODty* 
See'd, did see. 

Seizen, seizing. ' 

S^, self; a bodife eel, 43nefB self 

nioae* 

SeWt, 
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SeU% did «elU 

Sen*, to Bend. 

Sen't, 1, he, or she sent, or did 

send, send it. ' 
Servant servant. 
SettltHf settling ; to get a eeitlinf 

to be frighted into qoietiMM. 
Sets, sets off, goes away, 
Shttird, a shred, a shard. 
Shangan, a stick cleft at one end 
for putting the tail of a dog, 
&c. into, by way of mischief, 
or to ffighten him away. 
Shaver^ a humorous wag, a har- 

ber. 
Shaw, to shew, a small wood in 

a hollow place. 
Sheen, bright, shining. 
Sheepshank, to think on^s self ncie 

sheep-shank, to be conceited. 
Sherra-naar, Sheriff-Moor, the 
famous battle fought in the re- 
hellion, A. D. 1715. 
Sheugh, a ditch, a trench, a 

sluice. 
Shill, shrilU 
Skog, a shock, a push off at one 

side. 
Shool, a shovel. 
Shoon, shoes. 

Sftore, to offer, to threaten. 
Shor'd, -offered. 
Shoutheff the shoulder. 
Sic, such. 

Sicker, sure, steady, 
Sid^ins, sidelongi slanting. 
SiUer, silver, money. 
Simmer, summer. 
Sin, a son. 
iSIn*, since. 
Skaith, to damage, to ti^nre, in- 

jory. 
SkiUum, a worthlcm feltew* 



Skelp, f strike, to slap ; to waHc 
with a smart tripping step,- a 
smart stroke. 
SkelpUlimmer, a technical term 

in female scolding. 
Skelpin, st(q^, walking. 
Skiegh, proud, nice, high-mettied. 
Skirling, shrieking, crying. 
Skirl, to shriek, to cry shrilly. « 
SkirVt, shrieked. 
Sklent, slant, to ran aslant, to 

deviate from troth. 
Sklented, ran, or hit, in an ob- 
lique direction. 
Skreigh, a scream, to scream. 
Slaej sloe, 
Slade, did slide. 
Slap, a gate, a breacfc in a fence* 
Slaw, slow. 
Slee, sly ; sieest, slyest. 
Sleekit, sleek, sly. 
Sliddery, slippery. 
^ype, to fall over, as a wet ^r- 

row from the plough. 
Slypet, fell. 
Sina^, small. 
Smeddum, dust, powder, mettle, 

sense. 
Smiddy, a smithy. 
Smwir, to smother. 
Smoor^d, smothered. 
Smoutie, smutty, obscene, ngfy. 
Smytriey a numerous collec|ion 

of «mal} individuals. 
StMsh, abuse, Billingsgate. 
iS^air, snow, to snow. 
SnaW'broOi melted snow. 
Snawie, snowy. 
Sned, to lop, to cut off. 
Sneeshin, snuff. 
SneeshtMniU, a snnff>box« 
Snell, bitter, biting. - 
Snick-drawing, tri]ck-c.ontri?i«g. 

Snickf 
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Skklh the latdiet «f a ^door, ' 

«SllQ9l^ •MvhoM spirit if broken 
with opprtMivc •Itfvttiif; to 
wbttut tamely ; t»ine«k. * 

SHooce, to go aoioolUy and con- 
Btantly, to soeak. 

Smmtkt to •cent vtwoaff, m a d&g^, 

•8«li0M, teasted, simflfed. 
SmmUf havug awcet eagaging 

kiqka; ^ncky^jolly* 
Soam, to swim. 
Sfoikf truth, a petty eafh. 
Sowenif a diih maie of oatnueaT, 

the seeds of oatnveal soured, 
' ^Bcab boiled np till they make 

an agreeable pnddmg* 
SoMpU, flejAble, swift* 
Souter^ a shoemaker. 
Sowpf a spoonful, a somll qtian* 

tity pf any thing Itqnid. 
Sowtlt^ to try over a tune with a 

low whistle, 
iSNT^Asr, soMer, to solder^ to ce. 

aflKot* 
Spae^ to prophesy, to diTine. 
i^Nitci, a limb. 
Spairge^ to dash, to soil, a» wUk 

mire. \ 

Spametj having the spavin* 
Speat, a sweeping torrent, after 

.min or thaw, 
Sp£€lf to climb* 
Spence^ the country parloar* 
Spkr, to ask, to inquire. 
Spier'ty inquired. 
Splatter, a splutter, to q^lutter. 
Spleughan, a tobacoo-pouch* 
SpltfrCf a frolic, a noise, riot* 
SprattUf to scramble. 
SpreelU§d>i spotted, speckled* 
Springy a quick air in mnsici^a 

Scottish reek 



SpfH, a' toD^b-l^ooted plant 

something like mshes. ' ■ 
SprUiief full of sprits. 
Spunk, tire, mettle, wit. 
<S|pitiikie, mettlesome, fiery ; will- 

o-wisp, or igms-fatuus. 
SpmrtUy a stick used in making 

oatmeal pnddfng or porridge, 

a notable Scotch dish. 
Squad, a 4Mrew, a party* 
Sqtudter, to flatter in water, as 

a wUd duck J tfc. 
FSqu€UtU, to sprawl. ' 
Squeel, a scream, a screech, to 

scream. 
Stacker, to stagger. 
Stack, a rick of com, bay, &c. 
Staggie, diminutive of stag, 
StanV, to stand ; stan% did htand' 
Stone, a stone. 
Slaitk, did stink; a pool of stand. 

iBg water* 
Stap, stop. 
Stark, stout. 
Startle, to run as cattle, stung by 

the gadfly, 
Staumret, a blockhead, fialf- 

witted. 
Staw, did steal, 46 surfeit* 
Stech, to cram the be|ly. 
Stechin, cramming. 
Steek, to shut, a stitch. 
Steer, to molest, to stir. 
Steeve, firm, compacted* 
Stell, a still. 
Sten, to rear as a faorae. 
Stea*t, reared* 

Stents, tribute, does of any kind. 
Stey, steep ; steyest, steepest. 
Stibhle, stnbble; Hibbl^, the 

reaper in harvest vrfao takes 

the lead* 
Stick mi' s^oiPi totally, aUogather. 
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^im, a crttiOp ;, la Ump ; to Wtt 
Slimparif the eightb, pari(./of a 
Wiocfaestei: basl^l 

Stirkf a cqw of bullock i^ gpe^r old. 

S^ocIe;, a plant of colewort, cab- 
bage, &c.. , 

S^ocfcta', stocking ; throwjang the 
^ockin\ when the brid^ and 

. bridegro<^m ^re put into bed, 
and the candle oi^ty the formpr 
throws a fftockiog at randoDi 
among the company, and the 
person whom it strikes ip the 
next that wiil be married. 

Stocked, made up in shocks, as 
corn. 

StooTf sodnding hoUow, strong 
and hoarse, 

.^o«, anoK, 

' Stoupf or stowpf a kind of jug or 
dish with a handle* 

Stoure^ dust, ,»iore fiorticukorly 
dost in motion* 

Stownlins, bj7.stealtb» 

Stown, stolen, 

Sirach, did strike. 

^r4^ straw ; to die a fair strag 
death, to die in bed. 

Straik, to stroke* 

StraikU, stroked. 

Struppan, tall and handsome* 

Straught, straight. 

Streekf stretched, t^^ sireteh. 

Striddle, to straddle, 

StrooHy to spout, to piss^v 

Studdkf an anvil. 

Stumpie, diminutive of ^wnp* . 

^Irunt^ spiiituous liquor of any 
kind^ to walk sturdily. 

Set(^ corn or pulse of any kind, 

Sturif trouble; touoleBt* 

Sturtin, frighted. 

Sucker, sugar. . : 
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Sngh^iiud eo^tiaaedviiiMDg tfobie 
• of wHMlor water/ "• -«'-'• 
SbfAfCMiy.jSonthevn) <aiv dld- 

Ibr the^Bngliik nation. 
Swaird, swac<L ' - • >• ^' * .'<'^ 

iSttooNfe, ^tely, jolly. 

Swankk, « ^ «MaiMi% « tifht 

strapping.yaiiDg feUftW or^^S^ 
Swap, an ejoahangei to baAai. 
tSba^, did sweat, ii '/ •' <« < 
5iiMi^cA, a «ajwple» * r. .w •/ 
SSiMi^i drb^ky igfMKl.akw « ^ •< 
l^fimien, ^wffmtiogw -{ • •'^^ a(! 
Sweer, iavy, 'avaiviv'tfMl-Moeer, 

extremely aiief set!- > <^' t^: 
StMWf swore, did tfweait) •sur»<'. 
'Swu^e, to beat^lQ jvhtpb .-n. > 
^SlKV'rlt^^' kpaggyj|rfitli(i€^kiiDtauv 
^tctr/, a cw«et,aiiiedd3Biag bltftt, 

Of poo]» a knot iii wood, . .< 
Smth, getaway, .'..'/ »/• f 
SH^kfrf^ toibeaitatecii <diote#y mk 

irresolute wavering in choiett 
Stfne, since, 9gp, thaii*. , 
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TaCKETS, a k]fi4 df If Alls 

for driving into the heeb of 

shoes* 
Toe, a toe; lAreMoeSd^ baviag' 

three prongs. 
TaAp, to Jiake; (oktiHtekiog. 
Tangle, a,«ea*w^ed. 
Tap, th^.top. ^ •> ji 

Tapetlen, faeeAess^ faofisb, * 
Tarrow, to Hmrmiir at oiie^ aL ^ 

lowancAw ■ . 
Tarrouft, murmured.,^ • • > ' * 
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Tmr^Anniki^ a tailor. 

TmiM, tf r ^oM, told. 

Tafipttfi a fooliaby tbonghtleis 
young person. 

Twitd^ or imti\ey matted toge- 
ther, Bjyikent^haxtorvooiA. 

TotoiVy that allows itself peaee- 
ably to be handled, tfoktn rfa 
hone^ cow fife, 

1W> a small qoantity. 

TahlMun'Mie, a slight feed to 
the horses while in the yoke 
in the forenoon. 

Tenif a field palpit, heed, cau- 
tion i to take heed. 

TeniUf heedfnly cautions. 

TeiUles8f heedless. 

Teughf tongh. 

37h<Mfc, thaleh ; ^kaek mC rape^ 
clothing, necessaries, alluding 
to tha covering of a com- 
lick. 

Thae, these. 

Thaimuj shmII gvit8,fiddle-8trhigs, 

IftaaMf, thanked. 

ThegUher, together. 

Themtdf themselves. 

Thick, intimate^ familiar. 

TkieveletBy col4» dry, spited, 
ipoken <^apeT8MC$ demetmour, 

nir, these. 

JIM, Ito tiitin. 

lOdtUif thrilled, vibrated. 

Ths^ to snffer, to endnre. 

Thotoe, a thtfw, to thaw. 

ThowHen, slack, lacy, 

Xlraqgr^ thmng, a crowd. 

Tknxpfie, throat, wind-pipe. 

TSroiff, to sprain, to twist, to 
contradict. 

XIraimii, twisting, &c. 

TknoBn^ sprafaied, twisted, con* 
' ^ndiotad, contnidictioo. 



Thttap, to maitiUlhi by ^t of 

assertion. 
Tkreahin, thrashing. 
Tkritecn, thirteen. 
JfiruiU, tlustle. 
Through, to go on with, to make 

out. 
Thr<mther, pell-mell, confnsedly. 
Thrnd, to madLe a lond intermit- 
tent noise. 
Tkumpii, thomped. 
Thyiel, thyself. 
Tai*t, to it. 
Timmer, timber. 
Tine, to lose; <iitf,lost. 
Tinkler, a tinker. 
T^>, a ram. 
Tipi>ence, two-pence. 
Tirlf to make a slight noise, to 

nncover. 
TirUn, nncovering. 
TUher, the other. 
Tittle, to whisper. 
TittUn, whispering. 
Tocher, marriage portion. 
Tod, a fox. 
Toddle, to totter, like the walk 

of a child. 
ToddUn, tottering. 
Toom, empty. 
Toop, a ram. 

Toun, a hamlet, a farm-hovse. 
Tout, the btost of a horn or trum. 

pet, to blow a horn, &c. 
Tow, a rope. 

Towmond, a twelvemonth. 
Tomie, rough, shaggy. 
Toy, a very old fashion of female 

head-dress. 
ToyU, to totter like old age. 
TVoMmtii^t^d, transmigratedi 

metamorphosed. 
Traahtrie, trash. 

Triekie, 
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Tnckie, full of tricks. 

Mgy sprnoe, nest. 

trimly^ excellently. 

TVotOy to believe. 

Trawth, truth, a petty oatb. 

Try't, tried. 

Tugy raw hide, of which in old 

times ploagh-traces were fre- 

qoently made. 
Tubae^ a quarrel ; to quarrel, to 

figbt. 
Twa, two. 
Tu>a4kreey a few. 
'1^(2, it would. 
Twal, twelve; tuHd-permyworth, 

a small quantity,a pennyworth. 
N. B. One penny English is lid, 

Scotch. 
Twin, to part. 
TykCf a dog. 

t/ JVCOj'strange, uncouth, very, 

very great, prodigious. 
Uneos, news. 
Unkenn'd, unknown. 
Unshailh^df undamaged, unhurt. 
^po', upon. 



V. 

VaP'RIN^ vapouring. 

rera,.veiy. 

FtW, a ring round a column, &c. 

W. 

Wa*, wall; wisj walls. 
fVabsteTf a weaver. 



Wad, would, to bet, a bet, a 

pledge. 
Wadna, would not. 
Wae, woe, sorrowful. 
IVaesKcks! or woes me! alas! 

O the pity ! 
Waft, the cross thread that goes 

from the shuttle through the 

web. 
Wa^\ wailing. 
W^air, to lay out, to expend. 
Wale, choice, to choose. 
WaVd, chose, chosen. 
Walie, ample, large, jolly; dko 

an interjection qf distress. 
Wame, the belly. 
W^anrfau^ a belly-full. 
Wanchansie, unlucky. 
Wanerestfu*, restless. 
Work, work. 

WarkAume, a tool to work with. 
Warle, or world, world* 
Warlock, a wizard. 
Warly, worldly, eager on amassi* 

ing wealth. 
Warran, a warrant, to warrant. 
Worst, wont. 

WarstPd, or warsVd, wrestled; 
Wastrie, prodigality. 
Wti*,Wet; Iwat,Iwot, IkhOW. 
Water-hrose, brose made of me&l 

and water simply, without' the 

addition of milk, butter, &c. 
Wattle, a twig, a wand. 
Wauble, to swing, to reel. 
Waukit, thickened, ^JkUiN 4ik 

cloth. 
Waukrife, not apt to sleep. 
Waur, worse, to worst. 
Wanr*t, worsted. 
Wean, QTweatUe^ a child. 
Wearie, or weairy; mamyu wtafU 

body, many a different person; 

WeosoH, 
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free, Uttle; wee thtagef little 
ooei ; wubiiftL smaU imUter* 

ffMyWeil; ioflc{^«9 wd^MTt* 

f9M, rain, wetnesa. 

W^Uf weshalL 

li^H who. 

WkehUy to wheczt, 

ITAol^, whelped*. 

Wktug, a leathern string, a piece 
of cheese, bread, &c« ; to give 
the strappado. 

JVkaref where; wkart^er^ wher- 
ever. 

Wheepf to fly nimbly, to jerk ; 
penny-wkeep^ 8inaU-beer» 

WhoMff whose. 

fVhatretk, nevertheless. 

tVhidf the motion of a hare,rnn- 
ning bat not frighted ; a lie. 

Whiddetty mnniBg as a hare or 
coney. 

ffhigmeleerieB, whims, ^ fancies, 
crotchets. 

Wkinginy crying, complaining, 
fretting. 

fVhirligigums, useless ornaments, 
trifling appendages. 

WhiseUy a whistle, to whistle. 

Whisht, silence ; to held one's 
whiabtf to be silent. 

ffhUk, to sweep, to lash. 

IVhiekit, Ushed. 

Whitter, a hearty dranght of li- 
quor. 

Whun'ttasUt a whm&tone. 

WhyUe, whiles, sometimes. 

»T, with. 

Wick, to strike a stone in an ob- 
lique directions atermineurl- 



Wiel, a small iHiirfpodl. 
^fVifity a dinuB. er eiidemiMg term 
for wife* 

WumfUf to mmmietw- ^ -: f 

fVimpVt, meandered* 

Wimplimy waving, neaadteriafr ■ 

ffta, to wind, to wivnow. • 

WU% winded, as a betimm ^ 
ffam» 

Win*, wind; irta^a, whidi* . 

Wuma, will not. 

Whmockf a window. 

Winsome, hearty,, vaunted, gay. 

Wintle, a staggering motion ; to 
stagger, to reel. 

Winze, an oath. 

Wist, to vrish» 

Wiihoutten, without. 

Wizened, hide-bound, dried, 
shrunk. 

Wonner, a wonder, a contemp- 
tuous appellation. 

Woo\ wool. 

Woo, to court, to make love to. 

Woodie, a rope, more proper^ one 
made (faiths or willows, 

Wooer-bab, the garter knotted 
below the knee with a couple 
of loops. 

Wordy, worthy. 

Womt, worsted. 

Wrack, to teaae, to vex. 

Wnd-mad, distracted. 

WunMe, a wimble. 

WraUhy a spirit, a ghost ; an ap- 
parition exactly like a living 
person, v^hose appearance is 
said to forebode the personts 
approaching death. 

Wrongs, wrong, to wrong. 

Wreeth, a drifted heap of snow. 

Wyliecoat, a flannel vest. 

Wyte, blame, to bUune. 
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Ye, ihu f ro m un i» freqmmtthf 

uMed/or thon« 
Yetom, iMigt mnehc 
Ftforiti^, bom in tbe same year, 

coevftlt. 
Fear, u tued 6ol4 for nngnlgr 

«m1 pltiTfll yean. 
Yell, barreo, that giTes no mUk. 



Yerk, to lasb, to j^ft. 
FifMi, i^tkt4, liMre^. 
Feafrceii, yMteilll|lit'« 
HUI, ale. 
Ywdj' eailb. 
Yokm, yokin, a botit. 
Ycni, beyoDd. 
Yowrael, yonrself. 
Yowe, an ewe. 
Yowie, dimin. i^ ymt. 
YuU, Christmas. 
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